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| , Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ORSINO Duke of Illytia. 
Sebaſtian, a young Gentleman, Brother to 
Viola. 1 5 

Antonio, à ſea.- captain, friend to Sebaſtian, 
Valentine, 2 Gentlemen attending on the 
Gro, Duke. 
Sir Toby Belch, uncle to Olivia. 

Sr Andrew Ague-cheek, a fooliſb Knight, 
Peretendimg to Olivia. 
A ſea-captain, friend to Viola. 

Fabian, ſervant to Olivia. ; TO 
Malvolio, a fantaſtical ſteward to Olivia. 
Clown, ſervant to Olivia. 
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Olivia, a lady of great beauty and fortune, 4 
 below'd by the Dube. Th. 
Viola, in love with the Dube. | Rec 
Maria, Olivia's woman. BW 


Prieſt, Sailors, Officers, and other atten- | © 
25 dauts. T 
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Enter the Duke, Curio, and Lords. 


Dake. 0 ED: EPR F muſick be the food of love, play on, 
E & Give me excels of it; that ſurfeiting 


1 io Ihe appetite may ficken, and to dic. 


That ſtrain again, it had a dying fall : 
> O, it came o'er my ear, like the 
SET = {weet ſouth 
That breaths upon a bank of violets, _ 

Stealing and giving odour. Huſh! no more; 
Tis not ſo ſweet now asit was before. 

O ſpirit of love, how quick and freſh art thou! 
That, notwithſtanding thy capacity 

Receiyeth as the lea, nought enters there 

Of what validity and pitch ſoe'er, 

But falls into abatement and low price, _ 

Even in a minute; fo ſull of ſhapes is fancy, 
That it alone is high fantaſtical. 

Cur, Will you go hunt, my Lord ? 

Duke, What, Curio? 

Cur, The hart. 

Duke. Why ſo I do, hs nobleſt that 1 have 3 . 

O when my Eyes did ſee Olivia firſt, 

Methought ſhe purg d the air of Peſtilence; $ 

That inſtant was 1 turn'd into a hart, ? 

And my defires, like fell and cruel hounds, | 
E er lince purſue me. How now, what news from her? 


A 2 Enter 


4 Tweltith-Night : Oy, 


| | Enter Valentine, 1 7 
Val. So pleaſe my lord, I might not be admitted, 60 
But from her hand- maid do return this anſwer: ME 
The element it ſelf, till ſeven years hence, 10 
Shall not behold her face at ample view: 15 
But like a cloyſtreis ſhe will veiled walk, He 
And water once a day her chambers round 10 
With eye-offending brine; all this to leaſon For 
A brother's dead love, which ſhe would keep freſh Ard 
And laſting in her ſad remembrance til], Wh 
Duke. O ſhe, that hath a heart of that fine frame, The 
To pay this debt ot love but to a brother, 7 
How will ſhe love, when the rich golden ſhaft 0 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections elle. | & Tha 
I hat live in her? when liver, brain, and heart, In t! 
Theſe ſov'reign thrones, are all ſupply' d, and fill'd, Wh 
Her ſweet perfect ions, with one lelf-lame King The 
Away before me to ſweet beds of flowers, And 
Love - thoughts lie rich, when canopy'd with bowers. { Ex, 1 7 
Enter Viola, a Captain and Sailors, And 
Tio, What country, friends, is this? Ti 
Cap. Ihyria, lady. 1 5 Wh. 
Vio. And what ſhould I do in Tyria? E C 
My brother he is in Elyſium. VV | Bec: 
Perchance he is not drown'd : what think you, Sailors? No, 
Cap. It is perchance that you your lelf were ſav'd. SE 7 
Vio. O my poor brother! lo perchance may he be. And 
Cap. True, madam : and to comfort you with chance, Dot. 
Aſſure your ſelf, after our ſhip did ſplit, _ Ii 
When you, and that poor number ſav'd with you, ” Wit 
Hung on our driving boat, I ſaw your brother, I pr' 
Moſt provident in peril, bind himſelf | Con 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) For 
To a ſtrong maſt that liv d upon the ſea; | = The 
Where like Arion on the dolphin's back, Tho 
I ſee him hold acquaintance with the waves, It m 
So long as I could lee. And 
7/10. There's gold for ſaying fo, Tha 
Mine own eſcape unſoldeth to my hope, = Wha 
M hereto thy ſpeech ſerves for authority, Onl. 
The like of him. Know'ſt thou this country? 7 = 
Cap. Ay, Madam, well; for I was bred and born MWhe 


Not three hours travel from this very place. Pio. 


Il hat you will. < 


Vio. Who governs here? 
Cap. A noble Duke in nature as in name, 
Vio. What is his name? 
Cap. Orſino. 
Vio. Orſino! T have heard my father name him 
He was a batchelor then. | 
Cap. And fo is now, or was ſo very late 
For but a month ago I went from hence, 
And then 'twas freſh in murmur (as you know 
What great ones do, the leſs will prattle of) 
© That he did ſeek the love of fair Olivia. 
Whites ne? N 
Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a Count, 
© Thatdy d ſome twelve months ſince, then leaying her 
In the protection of his ſon, her brother, 
| Who ſhortly alſo dy d; for whole dear love, 
T hey ſay ſhe hath abjur'd the tight 
And company of men. 
Vio. O that I ſerv'd that lady, 
And might not be deliver'd to the world, 
Till I had made mine own occaſion mellow 
What my Eſtate is 555 
| Cap. That were hard to compaſls, 
© Becauſe ſhe will admit no kind of ſuit, 
No, not the Dukes. | 
Pio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain; 
And tho' that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft clole in pollution; yet of thee, 
I will believe, thou haſt a mind that ſufts 
Vith this thy fair and outward character: 
I pr'ythee, and l' pay thee bounteoully, 
> Conceal me what I am, and by my ad _ A 
For ſuch diſguiſe as haply ſhall! become 
I Theform of my intent. I'll ſerve this Duke, 
Thou ſhalt preſent me as an cunuch to him, 
lt may be worth thy pains; for I can ſing, 1 
And ſpeak to him in many ſorts of muſick, | 
| That will allow me very worth his ſervice. 
© Whatelſe may hap, to time I will commit, 
Only ſhape thou thy {ence to my wit. 
Cap. Be you hiseunuch, and your mute I'll be: 
Mhen my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not ſee. 
5 | A 3 | Fin 
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6 Twelfth-Night: Or, 


Vio. I thank thee, lead me on. [Exe 
Enter Sir Toby, aud Maria. 

Sir To. What a plague means my niece to take the 
death of her brother thus ? Iam ſure care's an enemy to 
Hie. 

Mar. By my troth, Sir Tovy, you muſt come in earlier 
2-nights; your niece, my lady, takes great exceptions tg 
your ill hours. 

Sir Te. Why k let her except, before excepted. 

Har. Ay, but you muſt confine your ſelf within the 


7 


modeſt limits of order. | | | 


Sr To, Confine ? I'll confine my {elf no finer than | 
am; these cloaths are good enough to drink in, and 4 


| bethele boots too; if they be not, let them hang them 


telves in their own ſtraps. | 
Mar, That quaffing and drinking will undo you ; [ 
heard my lady talk of it yeſterday, and of a tooih 
Knight that jou brought in one night here, to be het 
VO OCT. | e | | 
Sir Te, Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ? 
Mar. Ay, de. „ et 
Hir To, He's as tall a Man as any in Ihria. 
Mar. What's that to the purpoſes? 
Sir To, Why he has three thouſand ducats a year. 
Mer. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all theſe du. 
cats: Hes a very fool, and a prodigal. 
Sir To. Fie, that you'll ſay fo! He plays o'th' viol. 
de-gambo, and {peaks three or four languages word 


for word without book, and hath all the good gilts ot 
nature. | : 


Mar. He hath indeed, almoſt natural; for beſides that 
he's a fool, he's a great quarreller; and but that he hath 
the gift of a coward to allay the guſt he hath in quarrel: 
ling, tis thought among the prudent, he would quickly 
have the gift of a grave. „ 

Sir To. By this hand they ar ſcoundrels and ſubſtrec- 
ors that ſay ſo of him. M ho are they? . 

Har. I hey that add moreover, he's drunk nightly in 
your company. BY | 

Sir Tv, With drinking healths to my niece: IL'II drink 
to her as long as there's a paſſage in my throat, and drink 
in Niyria. He's a coward and a coyſtril that will rot 


tat 


th 
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Il hat you will. 7 
drink to my niece till his brains turn o'th' toe like a 
pariſh top. What wench? Caſtiliano vulgo; for here 
comes Sir Andrem Ague-face, 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belcb! how now, Sir Toby Belch ? 

Sir To, Sweet Sir Andrew! 

Sir And. Bleſs you, fair Shrew. 

Mar. And you too, Sir. 

Sir To. Accolt, Sir Andrew, accoſt. 

Sir And. What's that? 

Sir To, My neice's chamber- maid. 
Sir And. Good Miſtreſs Acceſt, 1 deſire better acquain- 
tance. | | 

Mar. My name is Mary, Sir. 

- Sir And. Goed n iſtrels Mary Accoſt. 

Sir To. You miſtake, Knight: Accoſt is, front her, 
board her, wooe her, aſſail her. 


Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her in 


this company. Is that the meaning of accoſt ? 
Mar, Fare you well, gentlemen. 


Sir To. If thou let her part ſo, Sir Andrew, would tiou 


might'ſt never draw Sword again. 

Sir And. If you part ſo, miſtreſs, I would I might 
never draw {word again. Fair Lady, do you think you 
have fools in hand 2 Oe „ 

Mar. Sir, I have not you by th' hand. Mo. 

Sir Aud. Marry but you ſhall have, and here's my hand. 

Mar. Now, Sir, thought is free: I pray you bring 
Jour hand to th' buttery bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And, Wherefore, ſweet heart? what's your me- 
taphor ? | 

Mar. It's dry, Sir. 


Sir And. Why, I think ſo: T am not ſuch an aſs, but 


I can keep my hand dry. But what's your jeſt? 
Har. A dry jeſt; Sir. 
Sir And, Are you ſull of them? 5 
Mar. A), Sir, 1 have them at my fingers ends: marry, 


now | let go your hand, 1 am barren. [ Exit Mar, 


Si, To. O Knight, thou lack'ſt a cup of canary : when 

did I ſcethee ſo put down ? 7 5 
Sir And. Never in your life, J think, unleſs you fee 
canary put me down: methinks ſometimes I have no 
| A 4 | more 
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8 Twelfth-Night : Oy, 
more wit than a chriſtian or an ordinary man has; but [ 
am a great eater of beef, and I believe that does harm w 
my wit. 5 

Sir To, No queſtion. 

Sir And. If 1 thought that, I'd forſwear it. I'll ride 
home to-morrow, Sir Toby. | 

Sir To, Peurqueys my dear Knight? 

Sir And. What is prurquey ? do, or not do? I would 


I had beſtowed that time in the tongues, that I have in 


u dancing, and bear- baiting. O had J but follow'd 
the arts. 
Fir Tv. Then hadſt thou had an excellent head of hair, 
Sir And. Why, would that have mended my hair? 
Sir To. Paſt queſtion, tor thou ſeeſt it will not cool my 
nature. 1 
Sir And. But it becomes me well enough, does't not. 
ir To. Excellent, it bangs like flax on a diſtaff; and 
J hope to ſee a houle wife take thee between her legs and 


pin it off. 


Sir And. Faith I'll home to-morrow, Sir T:hy, your 


ne ice will not be ſeen, or if ſhe be, it's four to one ſhell. 


none of me: The Duke bimlclf here hard by wooes 
her. LE, : 1 
Sir Tv, Sbe'll none o'th' Duke, ſhe'll not match above 


her degree, neither in eſtate, years, nor wit; I have heard 
her iwear. Tut, there's lite in't man. | 


Sir And, I'll ſtay a month longer. I am a fellow o' th 
ſtrangeſt mind i th' world: I delight in masks and reve!s 
idmetimes altogether. EE 

Sir Tv. Art thou good at theſe kick-ſhaws, Knight? 
Sir And. As any man in Illy ia whatloever he be, un- 


der the degree of my betters, and yet I will not compare 


with an old man. LE 
Sir To, What is thy excellence in a galliard, Knight? 
Sir And. Faith, I can cut a caper. 1 
Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't. = 
Sir And. And I think I have the back trick, ſimply as 


ſtrong as any man in Ihria. 


Fir Tv. Wherefore are theſe things hid? wherefore 
have thele gifts a curtain before em? are they like to 


take duſt, like miſtreſs Mall's picture; why doſt thou 


not go to church in a galliard, and come home in a 
» | coranto; 
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© Ceſario, you are like to be much adyanc'd ; he hath known 


What you will. 9 
coranto ? my very walk ſhould be a Jig! I would not ſo 
much as make water but in a fink-a-pace: What doſt thou 
mean? is it a world to hide virtues in? I did think, by 


the excellent conſtitution of thy leg, it was form'd under 
the ſtar of a galliard. | 


Sir And, Ay, tis ſtrong, and it does indifferent well 
in a flame-colour'd ſtocking. Shall we ſet about ſome 


revels 7 „ | | 
Sir To, What ſhall we do elſe; were we not born under 
Taurus ? | 
Sir And. Taurus? that's ſides and heart. 
Sir To. No, Sir, it is legs and thighs, Let me fee thee 
caper; ha, higher: Ha, ha, excellent. [Exeunti. 
; Enter Valentine, and Viola in man's attire. 
Val. If the Duke continue theſe favours towards you 


you but three days, and already you are no ſtranger. 


Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negligence, 


that you call in queſtion the continuance of his love, 1s 
he inconſtant, Sir, in his fayours, 55 
Val. No, believe me. 
Enter Duke, Curio, aud attendants. 
Vio. I thank you: here comes the Duke. 
Duke, Who law Ceſario, hoa s _ 
Vio. On your attendance, my lord, here. 
Dule. Stand you a while aloof, Cæſario, 
Thou know'ſt no leſs, but all: I have unclaip'd 
To thee the book even of my ſecret ſoul, 
Therefore, good youth, addreſs thy gate unto her, 
Be not deny d accels, ſtand at her doors, 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot ſhall gro- 
Till thou have audience. | 
Vio. Sure, my noble lord, 
If ſhe be ſo abandon'd to her ſorrow. 
As it is ſpoke, ſhe never will admit me. 
Duke, Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, 
Rather than make unprofited return. 5 
Vio. Say l do (peak with her, my lord, what then? 
Duke. O then, unfold the paſſion of my love, 
urprize her with dilcourle of my dear faith; 


It ſhall become thee well to act my wos; 


dhe will attend it better in thy youth, 
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to you ? 


T0 Twelfth-Night: Or, 

Than in a nuncio's of more graye aſpect. 
Vio. I think not fo, my lord, 

Duke. Dear lad, believe it: 


For they ſhall yet belie thy happy years, 


That ſay thou art a man: Dianas lip 
Is not more ſmooth and rubious; thy ſmall pipe 


Is as the maiden's organ, ſhrill and ſound, 


And all his ſemblative a woman s part. 
I know thy cenſtellation is right apt | 
For this Affair: Some ſour or five attend him, 


All if you will; for I my ſelf am beſt 
When leaſt in company. Proſper well in this 


And thou ſhalt live as freely asthy lord, 
To call his fortunes thine. 

Vio. I'll do my beſt 
To woo your lady; yet, O baneful ſtrife! 
MWho-e'er I woo, my ſelf would be his wife. Exe. 

Enter Maria and Clown. 

Mar, Nay, either tell me where thou haſt been, or [ 
will not open my lips fo wide as a briſtle may enter in 
way of thy excule ; my lady will hang thee for thy 


- abſence, 


Clo. Let her hang me; he that is well hang'd in this 


world need fear no colours, 


Mar. Make that good. 
Clo. He ſhall ſee none to fear. 
Afar, A good lenten anſwer: I can tell thee whe:s 
that ſa) ing was born, of | fear no colours, 
Clo, Where, good miſtreſs Mary? | 
Mar, In the wars, and that may you be bold to fay in 
your foolery. „ 
Co. Well, God give them wiſdom that have it; and 


hole that are fools let them ule their talent. 


Aar. Yet you will be hang'd for being ſo long ab- 
icrt, or be turn d away; is not that as good as a hanging 


Cio, Many a good hanging prevents a bad marriage; 
and for turning away, let {ſummer bear it out. 
Mar. You are reſolute then? 
Clo, Not ſo neither, but I'm reſolv'd on two points. 
Mar. That'if one break the other will hold; or, it 
both break, your gaskinzs fall. 9 f 
| | 2 


- 
cx Pro WY i. E 2 by 


What you will. 11 


Clo. Apt in good faith, very apt: well, go thy ways 
if Sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert as witty a 
piece of Eve's fleſh as any in Illyria, 


Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o'that: Here comes. 


my lady; make your excuſe wiſely, you were beſt. [ Ex it. 
Enter Olivia and Malvolio. 1 

Clo. Wit, and't be thy will, put me into good fool- 
ing; thoſe wits that think they have thee do very ctt 
prove fools; and I that am lure I lack thee, may pals 
for a wiſe man. For what ſays Quinapalus, better à 
witty fool than a fooliſh wit. God bieſs thee lady. 

Oli. Take the fool away. 

Clo. Do you not hear tellows, take away the lady. | 

Oli. Go to, y are a dry fool; Ill no more of you; be- 
ſides you grow diſhoneſt. : ENG 

Clo, Two faults, Ma dona, that drink and good coun- 
ſel will amend ; for give the dry fool drink, then is the 
fool not dry. Bid the diſhoneſt man mend himſelf ; if 
he mend, he is no longer diſhoneſt ; if he cannot, let the 
botcher mend him. Any thing that's mended is but 
patch'd ; virtue that tranſgreſſes is but patch d with fin, 


and fin that amends is but patch'd with virtue. It that 


this ſample ſillogiſm will ſerve, ſo; if it will not, what 
remedy ? as there is no true cuckold but calamity, fo. 
beauty's a flower: Ihe lady bad take away the fool, 
therefore I {ay again, take her away. 7 
Oli. Sir, I bad them take away you. | 
Cl.. Miſpriſion in the higheſt degree. Lady, Cucullus 
ucn facit menachum ; that's as much as to lay, I wear not 
motley in my brain: Good Madina, give me leave to. 
prove you a fool. 
Oli. Can you do it; 5 
Clo, Dexterouſly, good Madina. 
Oli. Make your proof. 


Clo, J muſt catechiſe you for it, Madona; good my 


mouſe of virtue anſwer me. 
Oi. Well, Sir, for want of other idleneſs, I'll bid 
Your proof. | | | et. 
_ Clo, Good Madona why mourn' ſt thou? 
Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death. 
Clo, I think his ſoul is in hell, Ma dona. 
Oli. 1 know his foul is in heav'n, fool. 
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12 Twelfth-Night: Or, 
Co. The more fool you, Ma dona, to mourn for your 
brother's ſoul being in heav'n: take away the fool, gen- 
tlemen. 

Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolio, doth he 
not mend ? 7 


Mal. Ves, and ſhall do, *till the pangs of death ſhake 


him, infirmity, that decays the wife, doth ever make 
better the fool. 
Clo, God ſend you, Sir, a ſpeedy infirmity, for the 
better increaſing your folly: Sir Toby will be {worn that I 
am no fox, but he will not paſs his word for two penes 
that you are no fool. | | 
Oli. How ſay you to that, Malvolio? 
Aal. 1 marvel your ladyſhip takes delight in ſuch a 
barren raſcal ; I ſaw bim put down the other day with an 


ordinary fool that has no more brains than a ſtone, Look 


you now, he's out of his guard already; unleſs you laugh 
and miniſter occaſion to him, he is gagg'd. I proteſt 1 
take theſe wiſe men that crow lo at theſe ſet kind of 


 $o0ls, no better than the fools Zanzes . 
Oli. O you are ſick of ſelf-love, Malvolio, and taſte 


With a diſtemper'd appetite, To be generous, 3 
and of free diſpoſition, is to take thole things 


in an allow'd fool, though he do nothing but rail; nor no 

railing in a known diſcreet man, though he do nothing but 

reprove. | 58 | 
Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with leaſing, for thou 


ſpeak ſt well of fools. 


| Enter Maria. 
Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentlemen 


much deſires to ſpeak with you. 


O1. From the Count O7 ſi No is it > 


Mar. I know not, madam, tis a fair young man, and 


nell attended. 0 
Oli. Who of my people hold him in delay? 
Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your uncle. 
Ol. Fetch him off I pray you, he ſpeaks nothing but 


mad man: Fieon him. Go you Malvolio; if it be a ſuit 


from the Count, I am ſick, or not at home, What you 
will to diſmils it. [Exit Malvolio.] Now fee, Sir, how 
your fooling grows old, and people diſlike it. 3 


- 


or « bird- 
bolts that you deem cannor-bullets: There is no ſlander 


you. 
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clo. Thou haſt ſpoke for us, Madona, as if thy eldeſt 

E fon ſhould be a fool: whoſe ſcull Jove cram with brains, 

W for here comes one of thy kin has a moſt weak Pia- 


| Enter Hir Toby. R 

Oli. By mine honour, half drunk. What is he at the 
pate, uncle ? | | 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

Oli. A gentleman? what gentleman ? 
ir Iv. Tis a gentleman here. A plague o' theſe pickle 
herring: how now, ſot? 
# Clo. Good Sir Toby, 
Oli. Uncle, uncle, how have you come ſo early by 
this lethargy ? | | | 
| Sir Tv, Letchery, J defie letchery : there's one at the 
| 015 Ay marry, what is he? . 
| Sir To, Let him be the devil and he will, I care not; 
give me faith, ſay I. Well, tis all one. LEx. 
Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool ? 
| Clo, Like a drown'd man, a fool, and a madman : one 
| draught above heat makes him a fool, the ſecond mads 
him, and a third drowns him. 2 2285 
ii. Go thou and ſeek the coroner, and let him fit 6? 
my uncle; for he's in the third degree of drink; he's 
drown'd; go look after him. 
| Clo, He is but mad yet, Madona, and the fool ſhall 
look to the madman. [ Ex, Clown. 
. Ee Enter Malvolio. 
| Mal. Madam, yond young fellow {wears he will ſpeak 
vith you, I told him you were lick, he takes on him to 

underſtand ſo much, and therefore comes to ſpeak with 

hou. I told him you were aſleep, he ſeems to have a fore - 

{knowledge of that too, ard therefore comes to {peak with 

you. What is to be laid to him, lady? he's fortified a- 

gainſt any denial. | | | 

Oi. Tell him he ſhall not ſpeak with me. 

Mal. He has been told ſo; and he ſays he'll ſtand at 

| your door like a ſheriff's poſt, and be the ſupporter to a 
W bench, but he'll ſpeak with you, | 

Oli. What kind o' man is he? 

Mal, Why, of mankind, 


9, 
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Oli. What manner of man? 
Mal. Of very ill manners; he'll ſpeak with you, wil 
You or no. | | 
Oli. Of what perſonage and years is he? 
Mal, Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough 
fora boy; as a ſquaſh is before tis a peaſcod, or a cod- 
ling when 'tis almoſt an apple: tis with him in ſtanding 
water, between boy and man. He is very well-tavour's, 
and he ſpeaks very ſhrewiſhly 5 one would think his mo- 
ther's milk were ſcarce out of him. 
Oli. Let him approach: call in my gentlewoman. 
Mal. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. Exit. 
| Enter Maria, 

Oli. Give me my vail: come, throw it er my ſace; 
We'll once more hear 0rfino's embaſſy. 
Enter Viola. 

Vio. The honourable lady of the houſe, which is ſhe? 

Oli. Speak to me, I ſhall anſwer for her; your will? 

7:70. Moſt radiant, exquiſite, and unmatchable beau- 
ty I pray you tell me if this be the lady of the 

houſe, for I never ſaw her. I would be loth to caſt away 
my ſpeech ; for beſides that it is excellently well penn'd, 

I have taken great pains to con it. Good beauties let me 
ſuſtain no ſcorn; I am very comptible, even to the lea 
finiſter uſage, *- -- - | 

Oli. Whencecame you, Sir? 

Vio. I can ſay little more than J have ſtudied, and d 
queſtion's out of my part. Good gentle one, give me 
modeſt aſſurance, if you be the lady of the houle, that! 
may proceed in my ſpeech. 1 

Oli. Are you a comedian? 

Vio. No, my profound heart; and yet by the ver} 
fangs of malice, 1 {wear I am not that 1 play, Are yo 
the lady of the houle ? 3 

Oli. If I do not uſurp my ſelf, I am. 
Vio. Moſt certain, if you are ſhe, you do uſurp yo 
ſelf for what is yours to beſtow, is not yours to relerye 
but this is from my commiſſion, I will on with m. 
ſpeech in your praiſe, and then ſhew you the heart of H 
meſlage, | 3 | 
Oli. Come to what is important in't: I forgive 90 
F the praile. | 7 


% 


| tical. 
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Vie Alas, I took great pains to ſtudy it, and 'tis poe- 


017, It is the more like to be feign'd, I pray you keep 
it in. 1 heard you were ſawey at my gates, and I allow'd 
your approach, rather to wonder at you than to hear you. 
If you be not mad, be gone; it you have reaſon, be 
brief: *tis not that time of the moon with me, to make 


ore in ſo skipping a dialogue. 


Vio. No good ſwabber, I am to hull a little longer. 


| Some mollincation for your giant, ſweet lady: tell me 


your mind, I am a meſſenger, 


Oli. Sure you have ſome hideous matter to deliver: 


when the curteſie of it is lo teartul. Speak your Office. 


Vio. It alone concerns your ear. | bring no overture 
| of war, no taxation of homage ;-I hold the olive in my 
hard: my words are as full of peace as matter, 


Oli. Yet you began rudely, What are you? what 
would you ? 


Vio. The rudeneſs that hath appear'd in me have 1 
learn'd from my entertainment, What I am, and what 
I would, are as ſecret as maiden-head; to your ears, di- 


vinity ; to any other's, prophanation, 
Oli. Give us the place alone. | Exit Maria.] We will 
hear this divinity, Now, Sir, what is your text ? 
Vio. Moſt ſweet lady. 


Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be ſaid of 
| it, Where lies the text? | 


to. In Orſino's boſom. £ 
Oli. In his boſom? in what chapter of his boſom 2? 


Vio. To antwer by the method, in the firſt of his 
heart, 


Oli. O, I have read it; it is hereſie. Have you no 


more to ſay? a 

Vio. Good madam let melee your face, 

Oli. Have you any commiſſion from your lord to nego- 
tiate with my face; you are now out of your text; but 
we will draw the curtain, and ſhew you the picture. 
Look you, Sir, fuch a one I was this prelent ; is't not 
well done? es . 5 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

Oli. Tis in grain, Sir, t will endure wind and Weather. 
£92 : | | 5 Vo. 
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Vio. Tis beauty truly blent, whoſe red and white 
Nature's own ſweet and cunning hands laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruell > ſhe alive, 
If you will lead theſe graces to the grave, 
And leave the world no copv. 

Oli, O, Sir, I will not be ſo hard-hearted ; I will give 
out divers ſchedules of my beauty. It ſhall. be invento- 
ried "and every particle and utenſil labell'd to my will. 
As, Item, two lips indifferent red. Item, two grey. eyes, 
with lids to them. ſtem, one neck, one chin, and le 
forth. Were you ſent hither to praiſe me? 

Dio. I ſee what you are, you are too proud: 
But if you were the devil, you are fair. 
My lord and maſter loves you: O ſuch love 

ould be but recompenc'd, tho you were crown d 
The non-pareil of beauty. 

Oli. How does he love me? 

77:0. With adorations, with fertile tears, 

With groans that thunder love, with ſighs of fire. 


Oli. Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love Mer 
him; . Wit! 
Yet I ſuppoſe him virtuous, know him noble, EY: 
Of great eſtate, of freſh and ſtainleſs youth ; 1 
In voices well divulg'd, free, learn'd, and valiant, : 
And in dimenſion and the ſhapeof nature E M 
A gracious perſon; yet I cannot love him; | 0 
He might have took his anſwer long ago. MW The 
Vio. If I did love you in my maſter's lame, wol 
With ſuch a ſuffering, ſuch a deadly life, | Deſi 
In your denial I would find no ſenſe ; Nor 
I would not underſtand it. | If th 
Oli. Why, what would you do? In; 
Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate, | 1 
And call upon my ſoul within the houſe; 0 
Write loyal canto's of contemned love, Min 
And ſing them loud even in the dead of night: Fate 
Hollow your name to the reverberate hills, ha 


And make the babling goſſip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia: O you ſhould not reſt 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you ſhould pity me. 
Oli. Vou might do much: 
What is your parentage? 


What you will. * 
| Thin, Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well: 
I ama gentleman. 
li. Get you to your lord; 
I cannot love him: let him ſend no more, 
Unleſs, perchance, you come to me again, 
To tell me how he takes it; fare you well: 
I thank you for your Pains; ſpend this for me. 
© Tip, I am no feed-pot, lady, keep your purſe: 
My Maſter, not my elf, lacks recompence. 
love, make his heart of Aint, that you ſhall love, 
And let your fervour like my maſter's be, 5 
Plac'd in contempt: fare wel, fair cruelty. [Exits 
E O0l:i, What is your parentage ? | 
Above my fortunes, yet my ſtate is well: 


I am a gentleman Ill be {worn thou art. 


Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and ſpirit, _ 
Do give thee five-fold blazon not too faſt 
g ſoft, ſoft, i | 
F Unleſs the maſter were the man. How now? 
Even ſo quickly may one catch the plague ? 
| Mechinks 1 feel this youths perfections, 
With an inviſible and ſubtle ſtealth 55 
Io creep in at mine eyes, Well, let it be.. 
What hoa, Mal volio. 1 e 
. Enter Malvollo. 
Mal. Here, madam, at your ſervice. 
Oli. Run after that ſame peeviſſi meſſenger, 
The Duke's man; he left this ring behind him 
Would I, or not: tell him, I'll none of it. 
Deſire him not to flatter with his lord, 
Nor hold him up with hopes; I am not for him: 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
Ii give him reaſon for't, Hye thee Malvolio. 
| Mal, Madam, a will. = 
Oli. I do I know not what, and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind : _ 
| Fate, ſhew thy force; ourſelves we do not we; 
hat is decreed muſt be; and be this ſo. [Exits 
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ACT it 


Enter Antonio and Sebaſtian, 
I LL you ſtay no longer? will you not 
that I go with ycu ? 

Seb. By your patience, no: my ſtars ſhine darkly over 
me; the malignancy of my fate might perhaps diſtemp:: 
8 therefore I crave of you your leave, that I may 

ear my evils alone. It were a bad recompence for) our 
love, to lay any of them on you. 

Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you are 
bound, | 

Seb. No ſooth, Sir, my determinate voyage is meer 
extrayagancy : but I perceive in you lo excellent a touch 
of modeſty, that you will not extort from me what l am 
willing to keep in; therefore it charges me in manners 
the rather to expreſs my ſelf: you muſt know of me 
then, Antonio, my name is Sebaſtian, which I call d K. 
dorigo; my father was that Sebaſt ian of Meſſaline, whom 
I know you have heard of. He left behind him, my 
ſelf, and a Siſter, both born in one hour; if the heay'ns 
had been pleas d, would we had ſo ended! but you, vir, 

alter'd that, for ſome hours before you took me from the 
breach of the ſea, was my ſiſter drown'd. 

Ant. Alas the day 

Seb. A lady, Sir, tho' it was ſaid ſhe much reſem- 
bled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; but tho 
] could not with ſuch eſtimable wonder over-far believe 
that, yet thus tar I will boldly publiſh her, ſhe bore a 
mind that envy could not but call fair: ſhe is drownd 
already, Sir, with ſalt water, tho' I ſeem to drown ler 
remembrance again with more. _ | 

Ant, Pardon me, Sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 
Ant. If you will not murther me for my love, let m- 
e your ſervant. VV 
Seh I vou will not undo what you have done, that 15 

im boom you have recover d, deſire it not. Fan 
vou Weta once, my boſom is full of kindneſs, and] an 


Antonio. 


Occalien 


yet ſo near the manners of my mother, that upon the 1:3 


e 4 
n 
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occaſion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me: I am 
bound to the Duke Orſino s court ; farewel, Exit. 

Ant. The gentlenels of all the gods go with the. 
have made enemies in Orſino's court, 
Elſe would I very ſhortly fee thee there: 
But come what may, I do adore thee ſo, 
That danger ſhall ſeem (port, and I will go. [ Exit, 
Enter Viola and Malvolio at ſeveral docrs. 
Mal. Were not you e'en now with the Counteſs 
Olivia? 
Vio. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I have ſince 
arrived but hither. 
Mal. She returns this ring to you, Sir; you migh 


have ſaved me my pains, to have taken it away your ſelf. 


She adds moreover, that you ſhould put your lord into a 
deſperate aſſurance, ſhe will none of him. And ore 
thing more, that you be never ſo hardy to come again in 


his affairs, unlels it be to report your lord's taking of this: 


receive it ſo. | 

Vio. She took the ring of me, I'll none of it. 
Mal, Come, Sir, you peeviſhly threw it to her, and 

her will is, it thould be ſo return d: if it be worth ſtoop- 

ing for, there it lyes in your eye; it not, be it his that 

finds it. | 3 8 FS | Exits 
Vio. left no ring with her; what means this lady: 

Fortune forbid my outſide have not charm'd her! 

She made good view of me, indeed ſo much, 

That ſure methought her eyes had lott her tongues 

For ſhe did ſpeak in ſtarts diſtractedly: | 

dhe loves me lure, the cunning of her paſſion 

Invites me in this churliſh meſſenger, 

None of my lord's ring ? Why he ſent her none. 

I amthe Man———it be ſo as tis, 

Foor lady, ſhe were better love a dream. 

Diſguiſe, I fee thou art a wiekednels, 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 

How eaſie is it, for the proper falſe 2 0 

In womens waxen hearts to (et their forms 

Alas, our frailty is the cauſe, not we, 

Forſuch as we are made, if ſuch we be. 

How will this fadge? my maſter loves her dearlys 

And I poor monſter, fond as much on him; 


And 
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And ſhe, miſtaken, ſeems to dote on me: t $ 
What will become of this ? as I am man,  aſo 
My ſtate is deſperate for my maſter's love; 8-3 
As I am woman, now alas the day, == 
What thriftleſs ſighs ſhall poor Olivia breathe > BY * 
O time, thou mult untangle this, not I, life 
It is too hard a knot for me t' unt 7. LExit. 4 
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 5 

Sir To, Approach Sir Andrew: not to be a- bed aſter 
midnight, is to be up betimes, and Diluculo ſurgere, thou 
know'ſt, 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I know, 
to be up late, is to be up late. ME 

Sir To. A falſe concluſion : Thate- it as an unfill'd can; 
to be up after midnight, and to go to bed then, is early; - 
ſo that to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed be- ps 


times. Does not our life conſiſt of the four elements? - 
Sir And. *Faith fo they ſay, but I think it rather con- Clo, 


| Tiſts of eating and drinking, f 
Sir To, Th art a ſcholar, let us therefore eat and drink. 
Maria ] ſay, a ſtoop of wine. e 


* 


Euter Clown. 


Sir And. Here comes the fool i' faith. | 8, 


Clo. How now, my hearts? did you never fee the pic WF . 
ture of we three | 8. 
Sir To. Welcome aſs, now let's have a catch. 8 


Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent breaſt, W But 


T had rather than forty ſhillings I had ſuch a leg, and 'o IF rou: 


ſweet a breath to ſing, as the fool has. Inſooth thou wall. I ſoul: 


in very gracious fooling laſt night, when thou ſpok ſt c &S: 
Pigregromitus, of the T/apians paſſing the equinoctial of catel 
Lueubus ? twas very good i'faith: J tent thee fax pence C. 
for thy lemon, hadſt it WE); 
Clo, I did impeticos thy gratility z for Maluolio's noſe C. 


is no whip-ſtock. My lady has a white hand, and the conſt 
mirmidons are no bottle-ale houſes. | S 


Sir And. Excellent: why this is the beſt fooling, when WW to c 
all is done. Now a ſong, peace 


1e. 
1 
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$;r To. Come on, there's {ix pence tor you, Let's have 


Y 


| ſong. 
i * And. There's a teſtril of me too; if one knight give 
gg — | | ; 
Cle, Would you have a love-ſong, or a ſong of good 


life? | 
Fir To. A loye-ſong, a love- ſong. 
Hir And. Ay, ay, I care not for good life. 


_ Clown ſings. 
0 miſtreſs mine, where are you roaming? 
0 ſtay and hear, your true love's coming, 
That can ſing both high and low. 
Trip no further, pretty ſweeting, 
Feurneys end in lovers meeting, 
Every wiſe man's ſon dith know 


Sir And. Excellent good, faith, 
Sir To, Good, good. 


| Clo, / Hat i love? tis nat hereafter * 
| Preſent mirth hath preſent laughter: 
IF hat's to come, is ſtill unſure. 
In delay there lyes no plenty, | 
Then come kiſs me ſweet and twenty : 
Youth's a ftuff will not endure. 


0 wo vc 


ir And, A mellifluous voice, as I am a true knight. 
. Sir To, A contagious breath. 
Sir And. Very ſweet and contagious, i'faith. 
Sir To, To hear by the nole, it is dulcet in contagion, 
t. But ſhall we make the welkin dance indeed; ſhall we 
o WW zouze the night-owl in a catch, that will draw three 


it WM fouls out of one weaver ? ſhall we do that? 
Vi And. An you love me, let's do't: I ama dog at a 
of catch. „ 

ce WW Clo. Byr lady, Sir, and ſome dogs will catch well, 


| Sir And. Moſt certain; let our catch be, Thou knrve, 
ſe WH Clo. Hd thy peace, thou knave, knight, I ſhall be 
ae conſtrain' d in't, to call thee knave, knight. | 
| Sir And, Tis not the firſt time I have conſtrain d ore 
en to call me knaye, Begin, fool; it begins, Hold thy 
| Peace. | | : 
ir Clo, 
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Clo. I ſhall never begin, if I hold my peace. 
Sir And. Good i' faith: come, begin. 


Enter Maria. 

Mar, What a caterwailipg do you keep here? If my 

lady have not call'd up her ſteward, Malvolio, and bid 
him turn you out of doors, never truſt me. 

Sir To. My lady's a Catayan, we are politicians, Mal. 

volio's a Peg-a Ramſey, and Three merry men be we. Am 


not J conſanguinius? am not I of her blood? Tilly val. 
ley, lady | there dwelt a man in Babylon, lach, lach. 


| Ng Singing. 
Clo. Beſhrew me, the knight's an admirable fooling, 
Sir And. Ay, he does well enough if he be diſpos d, 


and fo do Itoo: he does it with a better grace, but | do 


it more natural, 
Sir To. O twelſth-day of December. 
Mar, For the love of God, peace. 
Enter Malvolio. 
Mal. My maſters, are you mad ? or what are you? 
have you no wit, manners, nor honeſty, but to gabble lie 


| $7325717, 


tinkers at this time of night? do you make an ale-houl? gf 


my lady's houſe, that ye ſqueak out your coziers catches 
without any mitigation or remorſe ot voice? is there no 
reſpect of places perſons, nor time in you? 


Sir Tv. We did keep time, Sir, in our catches, | 


Strike up. 

Mal. Sir Toby, I muſt be round with you. My lady 
bade me tell you, that ſhe harbours you as her uncle, ſhe's 
nothing ally'd to your diſorders, If you can ſeparate 
your ſelf and your miſdemeanors, you are welcome to the 
houfe : if not, an it would pleaſe you to take leave of her, 
ſhe is very willing to bid you farewell. = 

Sir To. Farewel, dear heart, fince I muſt needs be 
nn, 

Mal. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Cle. His eyes do ſhew his days are almoſt done. 

Mal. Is't even fo? | 

Ser To. But 1 will never die. 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mal. This is much credit to you. 


Sir To, Shall J bid him go 9 Le, 
C. 
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any thing more than contempt, you would not give means 
tor this uncivil rule; ſhe hall know of it, by this hand, 
| | | 7% [ Exit, | 
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(lo. What and if you do? | | 
Sir To. Sha! I bid him go, and ſpare not? 
Clo. O no, no, no, you dare not. | 
Sir Tv. Out o'tune, Sir, ye lie: art thou any more 


than a ſteward 2 doſt thou think becauſe thou art virtu- 
cus, there ſhall be no more cakes and ale ? | 


Clo. Yes, by faint Anne; and ginger: ſhall be hot i th 


| mouth tOO. | 1 & F 8 6 x . 
Sir To, Thow rt i'th' right, Go, Sir, rub your chain 
with crums. A ſtoop of wine, Maria, | 


Mal. Miſtreſs Mary, if you priz'd my lady's favour at 


Mar, Go ſhake your ears. ; 
Sir And. Twere as good a deed as to drink when a 


man's à hungry, to challenge him to the field, and then 
to break promiſe with him, and make a fool of him. 


Sir To. Do't knight, ll write thee a challenge: or I'I 


deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 


Mar, Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to night; fince the 


[youth of the Duke's was to-day with my lady, ſhe 1s 
much out of quiet. For Monſieur Malvolio, let me a- 


lone with him; if I do not gull him into a nay-ward, and 
make him a common recreation, do not think I have wit 


enough to lye ſtraight in my bed: I know I can do it. 


Sir To, Poſſeſs us, poſſeſs us, tell us ſomething of him. 
Mar. Marry, Sir, ſometimes he is a kind of a puritan. 
Sir And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a dog. 
Sir To. What, for being a puritan? thy exquiſite rea- 
ſon, dear Knight. | ; NAS _ 
Sir And. I have no exquiſite reaſon for't, but I have 
realon good enough. ; 
Mar. The devil a puritan that he is, or any thing con- 


ſtantly but a time-pleaſer, an affection d als, that cons. 
ſtate without book, and utters it by great warths. The 
beſt perſuaded of himſelf: fo cram'd as he thinks, with 
ercellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that all that 


look on him, love him; and on that vice in him will my 

revenge find notable cauſe to work. 
er Jo. What wilt thou do? 

| Ns | Mar. 
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© Mar. I will drop in bis way ſome obſcure epiſtles d 


love, wherein, by the colour of his beard, the ſhape of ; 
his leg, the manner of his gate, the expreſſure of his ! 
eye, forehead, and complexion, he ſhall find himſef ! 
molt feelingly perſonated, I can write very like my lady MW 
" your neicez on a forgotten matter we can hardly make 
diſtinction of our hands. 16 
Hir To. Excellent, 1 ſmell a device. 
Sir And. I have it in my noſe too. | A 
Sir To. He ſhall think by the letters that thou wilt drop «7- 
that they come from my neice, and that ſhe is in love with h. 
him. 5 5 | E 
Mar. My purpoſe is indeed a horſe of that colour. 
8 And. And your horſe now would make him a © 
418. | : | 8 Ir 
Mar. A is, I doubt not. q P. 
Fir And. O *'twill be admirable, | U 
Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you: I know my phy Sa 
_ fick will work with him. I will plant you two, and kt T 
the fool make a third, where he ſhall find the letter: ob- ; 
ſerve his conſtruction of it: for this night to bed, ard Y 
dream on the event. Farewel. 255 Ex 
Sir To, Good night, Penthiſilia. NM 
Sir And. Before me, ſhe's a good wench. FH; 


Fir To, She's a beagle, true bred, and one that adm H. 
me; what o'that? _ | 3 
Sir And. I was ador' d once too. 
Sir Tv, Let's to bed, knight: thou hadſt need {end for 
more money, „%%% ů v = tt oy 
Sir And. If I cannot recover your neice, I am a fo &ö 
way out, 35 | a 
Sir To, Send for money, knight; if thou haſt her not Ar 


ith end, call me cut. 9 So 
Sir And, If I do not, never truſt me, take it how ye Fo: 
will. OL mn Oy | On 
Sir To. Come, come, I'll go burn ſome ſack, tis tool Mo 
late to go to bed now: come knight, come knight. The 
| -. {| Exell \ 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and oi bers. 1 


Duke. Give me ſome muſick; now good- mori Or 
 ſriends : 


Now good Ceſario, but that piece of ſong, T1 
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ck That old and antique ſong we heard laſt night; 
of Methought it did relieve my paſſion much, 
his More than light airs, and recollected terms 
et Of theſe moit brisk and giddy-paced times. 


dy Come, but one verſe, 
e Cur. He is not here, ſo pleaſe your lordihip, that ſhould 
ſimg it. | 


Duke. Who was it? 8 ES 
cur. Feſte the jeſter, my lord, a fool that the lady 
trop 01;v:a's father took much delight in. He is about the 
ith houſe, js 
Duke, Seek him out, and play the tune the whi'e. 
” | | Ex. Curio. Aufick, 
a WW Come hither, boy; if ever thou ſhalt love, 
E In the ſweet pangs of it, remember me; 
For ſuch as I am, all true lovers are, 
Urſtaid and skittiſh in all motions elle, 


ae nn 
R 
KH . 


phy: | Save in the conſtant image of the creature 
\ kt That is belov'd How doit thou like this tune? 
ob Vio. It gives a very eccho to the eat 


and WW Where love is thron'd. | 
Ex Dale. Thou doſt ſpeak matterly, _ 
| My life upon t, young tho' thou art, thine eye 
| Hath ſtaid upon ſome tavour that it loves: 
dot Hath it not, boy? I 
Vio. A little, by your favour. 
Date. What kind of woman is't ? 
d fl Vzo. Of your complexion, 
| Dake, She is not worth thee then. What years i faith ? 
Vio. About your years, my lord, 
Duke. Loo old, by heav'n; let ſtill the woman takes 
An elder than her ſelf to wears ſhe to him ? 
So [ways ſhe level in her husband's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praile our ſelves, 
| Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longipg, wavering, ſooner loſt and worn, 
Then womens are. 
| Vo, Ithirk it well, my lord. . 
Duke, Then let thy love be youn ger than thy ſeli 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent: 
| 5 For 


foul 


x hol 
V you 
is to0 


xu. 
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For women are as rofes, whoſe fair flower 

being once diſplay'd, doth fall that very hour, 
Vio. And ſo they are: alas that they are ſo, 

To die, even when they to perfection grow 


Enter Curio and Clown. 


Duke. O fellow come, the ſong we had laſt niglit. 
Mark it, Ceſario, it is old and plain; 
The ſpinſters and the knitters in the ſun, 
And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 
Do uſe to chant it: it is ſilly ſooth, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 
Like the old age. 

Clo. Are you ready, Sir? 


Duke. | pr'ythee ſing. [ Muſick. 


SONG. 


me away; cee away, death, 
And in ſadcypreſs let me be lard; 

Fly away, fly away, breath, 
Tam ſlain by a fair cruel maid. 


My ſhrowd of white, fluck all with yew, 
Prepare it. 


My part of death no one ſo true 
Did ſhare it, 


Nt a flower, net a we- ſweet, 

On my black ceſſin let there be ſtromn: 
Net a friend, not a friend greet, 

My poor corps, where my bones ſhall be throwp. 
A thouſand th. uſandſi ighs to ſave, 


Lay me where 
True lever never fi nd my grave, 
* weep there, 


Duke. There's for thy pains, 


Clo, No pains, Sir; I take pleaſure in linging, Sir, 
Duke. I'll pay thy Pleaſure then, 


other. 
Dult. 


ads. e & nd 


Clo, Truly, Sir, and plealure will be paid ore tune Of | 


Ii hat you Will. 27 
Dute, Give me now leave to leave thee. 
Clo. Now the melancholy god prote& thee, and the 
taylor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, for thy 
mind is a very opal. I would have men of ſuch conſtancy 
put to ſea, that their buſineſs might be every thing, and 
their intent every where, for that's it that always makes 
a good voyage of nothing. Farewel, [ Exif, 
Duke, Let all the reſt give place. Once more, Ce/ario, 
Get thee to yond ſame ſovereign cruelty : 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands; 
The parts that fortune hath beſtow'd upon her, 
Tell her I hold as giddily as fortune : 
But tis that miracle, and queen of gems 
That nature pranks her in, attia&s my foul, 
Dio. But if ſhe cannot love you, Sir? 
Duke. It cannot be fo anſwer'd. 
Vio. Sooth, bat you muſt, | 
Say that ſome lady, as perhaps there is, 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia: you cannot love her 
You tell her ſo; muſt ſhe not then be anſwer's ? 
Duke. There is no woman's ſides 
Can bide the beating of fo ſtrong a paſſion, 
As love doth give my heart: no woman's heart 
So big to hold fo much; they lack retention. 
Alas, their love may be call'd appetite ; 
No motion of the liver, but the pallat, 
That ſuffers ſurfeit, cloyment, and revolt; 
But mine is all as hungry as the (ea, 
And candigeſt as much; make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me, 
And that I owe Olivia. 
Vio. Ay but I know 
Duke. What doſt thou know ? 
Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe ; 
In faith they are as true of heart as we, 
My father had a daughter loy'd a man, 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
I ſhould your lordſhip, 


B 2 
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Duke, What's her hiſtory ? 
Vio. A blank, my lord: ſhe never told her love, 
© But let concealment, like a worm i th bud, 
Feed on her damask cheek : ſhe pin'd in thought, 
And with a green and yellow melancholy, 
She ſat like patience on a monument, 
© Smiling at grief, Was not this love indeed ? 
We men may ſay more, {wear more, but indeed, 
Our ſhews are more than will; for ſtil] we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. | 
Dake. But dy'd thy ſiſter of her love, my boy? 
Vic. I'm allthe daughters of my father's houle, 
And all the brothers too—and yet 1 know not 
Sir, Shall 1 to this lady? 
Duke. Ay, that's the theam. 
To her in haſte; give her this jewel: ſay, 
My love can give ro place, bide no denay. [ Exernt, 


a & 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


Sir To. Come thy ways, Seignior Fabian. 
Fab. Nay, VIl come; if I lole a ſeruple of this ſport, 

let me be boil'd to death with melancholy, e 

Sir To. Would'ſt thou not be glad to have the nig- 
gardly raſcally ſheep-biter come by ſome notable 
mame? OS 5 1 | | 

Fab. I would exult, man; you know he brought 


me out cf favour with my lady, about a bear-baiiing WW = 
here. ; | T0 | 1 
Sir To. To anger him we'll have the bear again, ard W 1 


we will fool him black and blue, ſhall we not, Sir An- 

„ | 5 = 

| Sir And. An we do not, it's pity of our lives, Ev 
Enter Maria, 


Sir Te. Here comes the little villain : how now, my 


nettle of India 4; | 5 FR. 
Mar. Get you all three into the box-tree ; Malvolios WU = 
coming down this walk, that has been yonder i th' jun 1 * 


p.actiling W \ 


[un 


ing 
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practiſing a to his own ſhadow this half hour. 


Obſerve him, for the love of mockery; for 1 know this 
letter will make a contemplative ideot of him. Cloſe, in 
the name of jeſting, lye thou there; for here comes the 


| trout that muit be caught with tickling. | [ Exit. 


Enter Malvolio. 


Mal. Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once told 
me ſhe did affect me; and i have heard herſelf come thus 
near, that ſhouid the fancy, it ſhould be one of my 


complexion, belides ſhe uſes me with a more exalted re- 


ſpect, than any one elfe that follows her, What ſhould 
] think on't ? 

dir To. Here's an over-weaning rogue. 

Fab. Oh Peace : contemplation makes a rare turkey- 
cock of him; how he jets under his advanc'd plumes. 

Sir And. "lite, | could ſo beat the rogue. 

dir Te. Peace, | ſay. | 
Mal. To be Count Malvolio. 

Sir To, Ah rogue 

Sir And. Piſtol him, piſtol bim, 

Sir Ib. Peace, peace. 

Mal. There is example for't: the lady of the Strachy 
married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him Fezebel, 

Fab. O peace, now he's deeply 1 ip; look how imagi- 
ration blows him. 

Mal. Having teen three months married to her, fitting 
in my ſtate 

dir Tv. O for a ſtone-bow to hit him in the eye. 

Mal. Calling my officers about me, in my branch'd 
relyet gown; having come down trom a 2 bed, where 
| have left Olivia {leeping. rg 

Sir To, Fire and brimſtone! 

Fab, O peace, peace. 

Mal. Ard then to have the humour of ſtate ; and after 


a demure travel of regard, telling them! know my placc, 
as would they ſhould do theirs—to ask for my uncle 


O Hoby — —ñ—ü-64ñ— 


Six To, Bolts ad ſhackles ! 
Fab. Oh peace, peace, 7 now, now. 
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Mal. Seven of my people with an obedient ſtart make 
out for him: I frownthe while, and perchance wind up 
my watch, or play with ſome rich jewel. Toby approaches, 
curtiics to me. | 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live? 

Fab. Tho' our ſilence be drawn from us with cares, yet 
Peace. 8 | 

Mal. T extend my hand to him thus; quenching my 
familiar ſmile, with an auſtere regard of controul. 


Si, T1, Ard does not Toby take you a blow o'th lips then. 


Mal. Saying. une e Teby, my fortunes haveing caſt me on 
our neice, give me this prerogative of ſpeech 
$7r-Tv, What, what ? 
Mal. You muſt amend your drunkenneſs, 
Sir To. Out, ſcab! 3 | 
Fav. Nay, patience, or we break the ſinews of our plot. 
Mal. Beſides, j ou waſte the treaſure of your time, with 
a toclith Knight Ys 
Sir And. That's me, I warrant you, 
Mal. One Sir Andrew. : FINS 
$:r And, I knew'twas I, for many do call me fool. 
Mal. What employment have we here. 
| [ Taking up a Letter, 
Fab. Now is the woodeock near the gin. 
Sir Te. Oh peace! now the ſpirit of humours intimate 
reading aloud to him! 5 3 
Aal. By my life this is my lady's hand: Theſe be her 
very C's, her C's, and her T's, and thus makes ſhe her 
reat ls. It is in contempt ot queſtion, her hand. 
Sir End. Ber C's, her Us, and her T's: Why that? 
Mal. To the unknown belov d, this, and my goed wiſſes; 
her very phraſes: By your leave, wax. Soft! and tte 
impreſſure her Lucrece, with which ſhe uſes to feal ; £5 
my lady: To whom ſhould this be? 
Fab. | his wins him, liver and all, 
Mal. Jove kncws I love, but who, lips do net move, no 
man mul knew. No man muſt know—what follows“ 
the number's alter d ro man mult know it this 
ſhould be thee, MAalvilio? 


let me ſee 
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Fir To. Marry hang thee, Brock 


Mal. I may command where 1 adv e, but ſilence like 6 
Lucrece #nife, 


With bloodleſs ircke my heart ditb gere, M. O. A. I. doth 


ſway ny life. 

Fab, A fuſtian riddle. 

Sir To, Excellent wench, ſay J. 
Mal. AJ. O. A. I. doth ay my life —nay, but firſt 
let me lee 

Fab. What a diſh of poiion has ſhe dreſt him ? 

Sir To. And with what wing the ſtallion checks at it 

Mal. I may c:mmmand where J adire. Why the may 
command me: | ſerve her, ſhe is my lady, Why this 
is evident to any formal capacity, there 1s no obtruction 
in this --- and the end What ſhould that alphabc- 
tical poſition portend ? if! could make that reſemble lome- 
thing in me ? loftly—M4. 0. {. nrrrnmnmn- 

Str Dy O, ay! make up that, he is now at a cold icent 

Fab, Sowter will cry upon't for all this, tho' it be as 
rank as a fox, 

Mal, M. AIV. Ji 
that begins my name. 

Fab. Did not | tay he would work it out? the cur is 
excellent at faults, 

Mal. M. But then there is no conforancy i in the ſeq = 
= ſuffers under probation: A ſhould follow, but 0 

oes. 

Fab. Ard O ſhall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or I'd cudgel him, and make him cry (3 

Mal. And then Icomes behind, _ 

Fab. Ay,. and you had any eye behind you, you might 


A. 


ſee more detraction at your heels than fortunes beiore 


Ou. 

? Mal. Af. O. A. I. —this ſimulation is not as the for- 
mer and yet to cruſh this a little, it would bow to 
me, for every one of thele letters is in my name. St! 
here follows proſe— I this fall into thy hand, rev-Ive. In 
my flars I am above thee, but be nt afraid „ greatneſs ; 
ſome are bern preat, ſeme atchieve greatneſs, and ſome have 


greatneſs thruſt pen them, Thy fates open their hauds, let thy 
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bl:cd and ſpirit embrace them; and to inure thy ſelf te what 
tho art like to be, caſt thy humble ſlough, and appe ar freſh, 

e cppcſite with a kinſman, ſurly with ſervants: Let thy 
tongue tang a guments of ſtate; put thy ſ-If into the trick of 
hragularity, She tbas adviſes thee, that ſighs for thee. Re- 
rember who c mmended thy yellow ſtockings, and wiſh'd to 
je thee ever crcſs-garter' d. I ſay remember; go to, thou 
a't ade, if thu deſireſt to be ſo: If not, let me ſee thee a 
Steward , ill, the feliow of ſervants, and net werth to touch 
f-rtune's fingers. Farewell, She that would alter ſervices 
with these. I be fortunate ard happy day-light and cham- 
Plan diſcovers ro more: This is open. I will be proud, 
{ will read politick authors, I will baſle Sir Toby, I will 
_ waſh off groſs acquaintance, I will be point deviſe, the 
very man, I do now fool my felt, to let imagination 
iade me; for every reaſon excites to th's, that my lady 
loves me. She did commend my yellow ſtockings of late, 
me did praile my leg, being croſs-garter'd, and in this 
the manifeſts her ſelf to my love, and with a kind of in- 
junction drives me to thele habits of her liking. I thank 
my ſtars, Jam happy : I will be ſtrange, ſtout, in yel- 
Ya Rocniings, ana eröls-garter d, Coen wich the ſwiftneſs 
of putting on, Jove, and my ſtars be praiſed. Here is 


Li Aua, e undes. 5 | 
Sir Vo. And ask no other dowry with her, but ſuch ano: 
ther jeſt. | 8 
Enter Marla. 
Sir And. Nor I neither, 
fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 


dir To. Wilt thou ſet thy foot of my neck? RY 
| : » 61.4 : 4; 
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Sir And. Or o' mine either? 
Sir To. Shall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and be- 
come thy bond-ſlave ? 
Sir And. I'taith, or Ieither2 
Sir To. Why thou haſt put him in ſuch a dream, that 
when the image of it leaves him, he muſt run mad. 
Mar. Nay, but ſay true, does it work upon him? 
Sir To. Like Aquæ vita with a midwite, 
Mar. If you will then ſee the fruits of the ſport, mark 
his firſtapproach before my lady: He will come to her in 
yellow ſtockIngs, and 'tis a colour ſhe abhors; and crolz- 
garter'd, a faſhion ſhe deteſts; and he will {mile upon her, 
which will now be to unſuitable to her diſpoſition, being 
addicted to melancholy, as ſhe is, that it cannot but turn 


him into a notable contenipt: If you will ſee it, o. 


low me, | | 
Sir To, To the gates of Tartar; thou moſt exceller: 
devil of wit. 


0 Sir And. I'll make one too. [ Excunt ; 
eee 
| 1A Mt. . 


Enter Viola, and Clown. 


Vio. Q AVE thee, friend, and thy muſick: Doſt tho! 


live by the tabor? 
Clo. No, Sir, I live by the church. 
Vio. Art thou a churchman ? 
Clo. No ſuch matter, Sir, I do live by the church: For 


1 do live at my houſe, and my houle doth fland by the 


church. 


Vio. So thou may'ſt ſay the King lyes by a beggar, it 


a beggar dwell near him: Or the church ſtands by thy 
tabor, if thy tabor ſtand by the church, 
Clo. You have ſaid, Sir: To ſee this age! a ſentence is 


but a chey'ril glove to a good wit; how quickly the 


wrong ſide may be turned outward ; 8 
Vio. Nay, that's certain; they that dally nicely with 
words may quickly make them wanton. 
| 5 B 5 5 Clos 
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Clo. I would therefore my ſiſter had no name, Sir, 

Vio. Why, man? 

Clo. Why, Sir, her name's a word, and to dally with 
that word, might make my ſiſter wanton; but indeed, 
words are very ralcals, ſince bonds diſgrac'd them. 

Vio. I he realon, man? 

Clo. Troth, Sir, I can yield you none without words, 
and words are grown ſo falſe, I am loth to prove reaſon 
_ With them. i eta 

Fo, I warrant thou art a merry fellow, and careſt for 
Nothing. 9 

Clo. Not ſo, Sir, I do care for ſomething; but, in 
my conſcience, Sir, I do not care for you: If that be to 
care for nothing, Sir, I would it would make you invi- 
tidle, 

Vio. Art not thou the lady Olivia's fool? Eros 

Clo. No indeed, the lady Olivia has ro folly, ſhe 
vil] keep no fool, Sir, till ſhe be married; and fools are 
as like husbands, as pilchers are to herrings, the husband's 
the bigger: I am indeed not her fool, but her corrup- 
ter of words. 5 88 5 

Vio. I ſaw thee late at the Duke Orſinos. 
Co. Foolery, Sir, does walk about the orb like the ſun, 
it ſhines every where. I would be ſorry, Sir, but the 
foo! ſhould be as oit with your maſter, as with my mi- 
ſtrets: I think Lſaw your wildom there. 

Vio. Nay, and thou pals upon me, I'll no more with 
ihee. Hold, there's expences tor thee. 

Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, ſend 
thee:'a beard. „ 

Vio. By my troth, T'l] tell thee, T am almoſt ſick for 
[ one, though | would not have it grow on my chin, Is 

gw thy lady within? 

11 Clo, Would not a pair of theſe have bred, Sir? 

g Vio. Ves, being kept together, and put to uſe, 

. Clo. I would play lord Pandarus of Phrys:a, Sir, ta 
bring a Creſſida to this Trqlus. 

770, I underſtand you, Sir, tis well begg' d. 

Clo. The matter I hope is not great, Sir; begging but 
a beggar : Cre{ſida was a beggar, My lady is within, 


Sir, 


i hat you will. 35 
Sir, I will conſter to them whence you come; who you 
are, and what you would, is out of my welkin, I might 
ſay element, but the word is over-worn. [ Exit, 
Vio. This fellow is wiſe enough to play the fool, 
And to do that well, craves a kind of wit : 
He muſt oblerve their mood on whom he jeſts. 
The quality of the perſons, and the time; 
Ard like ths haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice 
As ful} of labour as a wile-man's art: 
For folly that he wilely ſhews, is fit, 
But wile men's folly fall'n, quite taints their wit. 


Enter Sir Toby, and Sir Andrew, 


Sir To. Save you, gentlemen. 
Vio. And you, Sir. 

Sir And. Dieu vous gunrde Monſear, 
io. Et vous auſſi, viſtre ſerviteur. 

Sir And. I hope, >ir, you are; and [ am yours, 

Sir To, Will you encounter the houſe, my neice is d-. 
ſirous you ſhould enter, it your trade be to her 


Vio. l am bound to your neice, Sir; I mean, ſhe is ti: 


lift of my voyage. 
Sir To. Taſte your legs, Sir, put them to motion. 
Vio. My legs do better underitand me, Sir, than I un- 
derſtand what you mean hy bidding me taſte my legs. 
$7r Tv. I mean to go, Sir, toentzr, | | 
Vio. I will aniwer you with gate and entrance, but we 
are prevented, 


Enter Olivia and Marla. 


Moſt excellent accompliſh'd Jady, the heav'ns rain odours 


on you. 


Sir And, That youth's a rare courtier ! rain odours ? weh. 
Vin, My matter hath no voice, lady, but to ; our on 


moſt pregnant and vouchſafed ear. 


Sir And. Odours, pregnant and vouckiafed ; Vi get 


m all three ready. 
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Oli. Let the garden door be ſhut, and leave me to my 
hearing. [ Exeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Maria 
Give me your hand, Sir. . 
Vio. My duty, Madam, and moſt humble ſervise. 
Oli. What is your name? 
Vio. Ceſario is your ſervant's name, fair princeſs. 
Oli. My ſervant, Sir? Twas never merry world, 
Since lowly feigning was call'd compliment; 
are ſervant to the Duke Orin, youth. 
Vio. And he is yours, and his mult needs be yours: 
Your ſeryant's ſervant is your ſervant, Madam. 
Oli. For him I think not on him: For his thoughts, 
Would they were blanks, rather than fil d with me. 
Vio. Madam, LI come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 
Oli. O, by your leave, I pray you; 
T bade you never {peak again of him. 
But would you undertake another ſuit, 
Pd rather hear you to lolliqt that 
Than muſick from the ſpheres. 
Vio. Dear lady. TD 
Oli. Give me leave, I beſeech you: I did (end, 
After the laſt enchantment you did hear, | 
A ring in chaſe of you. So did I abule 
My felf, my ſervant, and | fear me, you; 
Under your hard conſtruction muſt I tit, 
To force that on you in a ſhameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of yours, What might you think ? 
Have you not ſet mine honour at the ſtake, 
And baited it wirh all th' unmzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? to one of your receiy- 
ing 2 ES: 
Enough is ſhewn ; a cypreſs, not a boſom, 
Hides my poor heart. So let us hear you ſpeak, 
Vio. I pity you. 
Oli. That's a degree to love. 
Vio No not a grice: for tis a vulgar proof 
That very oft we pity enemies. nts 
Oli. Why then methinks tis time to [mile again; 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud? 


FPEWLWUILOPZwm RY ww ww 


n 


l 
8 


2 2 UN > 


— 


at you will. 37 


If one ſhould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf; 
The clock upbraids me with the waſte of time. 
Pe not afraid, good youth, I will not have you; 
And yet when wit and youth are come to harveſt, 
Your wie is like to reap a proper man: 
There lies your way, due welt 
Vio. Then weſtward hoe: 
Grace and good diſpoſition attend your ladyſhip, 
You'll nothing, madam, to my lord by me? | 
Oli. Stay; priythee tell me what thou think'ſt of me? 
Vio. That you do think you are not what you are, 
Oli. If I think fo, I think the ſame of you. 
Vio. Then think you right: 1 am not what Tam, 
Oli. 1 would you were as | would have you be. 
Vio. Would it were better, Madam, than I am, 
I with it might, for now I am your fool. 
Oli. O what adeal of ſcorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt, and anger of his lip 
A murd'rous guilt ſhews not it ſelf more ſoon 
Than love that would ſeem hid : loye's night is noon, 
C:ſario, by the roles of the ſpring, 
By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, 
I tove thee fo, that maugre all thy 3 
Nor wit nor reaſon can my Paſſion hide. 
Do not extort thy reaſons from this clauſe, 
For that I woo, thou therefore haſt no cauſe: 
| But rather reaſon thus with reaſon fetter; 
Love ſought his good; but given unlought is better. 
Vio. By innocence I {wear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one boſom, and one truth, 
| And that no woman has, nor never none 
| Shall miſtreſs be of it, ſave J alone. 
| And ſo adieu, good Madam; never more 
Will I my maſter's tears to you deplore. . 
Uli. Yet come again; fer thou perhaps may'ſt move 
That heart, which now abhors to like his loye, 
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Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 


Lir And. No faith, I'll not ſtay a jot longer. | 
Sir To, Thy reaſon, dear venom, give thy reaſon, BY 
Fab, You muſt needs yield your reaſon, Sir Andrew, f. 
Sir And, Marry, I ſaw your neice do more Favours u 
to the duke's ſerving man than ever ſhe beſtow'd on me. 10 
I ſaw't th' orchard. | | | tn 
r. Tv. Did the ſee thee the while, old boy, tell me 7 
that ; F 
Sir And. As plain as I fee you now, 5 


Fab. This was a great argument of love in her toward 
. 
Sir And, Slight': will you make an aſs o' me? 
Fab. I prove it legitimate, Sir, upon the oaths of judg- 
ment and reaſon. De | 
Sir To. And they have been grand Jury men ſinee be. W 
fore Ncab was a lailor, ö 
Fab. She did ſhew favour to the youth in your fight, 
only to exaſpꝰrate you, to awake your dormouſe valuur, 
to put fire in your heart, and brimſtone in your liver. 
You ſhould then have accoſted her, and with ſome excel- 
lent jeſts, fire-new from the mint, you ſhould have 
bang'd the youth into dumbneſs. This was look'd for 
at your hand, and this was baulkt. The doub!: 
gilt of this opportunity you let time waſh off, and 
you are now faild into the north of my lady's 
opinion, where you will hang like an ificle on 2 
Dutchman's beard, unleſs you redeem it by ſome at- 
tempt, either of yalour or policy. 
Sir And, And't be any way, it muſt be with valour, 
for policy I hate: I had as lief be a Browniſt, as a ps 
litician. | ES. 
Sir To, Why then build me thy fortunes upon the ha- 
ſis of valour, challenge me the Duke's youth to fight with 
him, hurt him in eleven places, my neice ſhall take note 
of it; and aſſure thy ſelf, there is no lovebroker in the 
world can more Prevail in man's commendations with 
women than report of valour. 


7 F 
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What you will. 39 


Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 


Sir And. Will either of you bear me a challenge to 


Sir P. Go write it in a martial-hand, be curſt and 


brief: it is no matter how witty, fo it be eloquent, and 
full of invention; taunt him with the licenſe of ink; if 
thou thou'ſt him ſome thrice, it ſhall not be amiſs; and 
as many lies as will lye in thy ſheet of paper, althugh 
the ſheet were big enough for the bed of Ware in 
En land, {ct em down ard go about it. Let there be 
| gall enough in thy ink, tho' thou write it with a gool- 


pen, no matter: about it. 
Sir And. Where ſhall I find you? | 
Sir To. We'll call thee at the Cubiculo: go. 
Tab. This is a dear manaxiv to you, Sir Toby. 


Fab, We ſhall have a rare letter from him; but 
you'll not deliver't. 


Fab, And his oppoſite the youth bears in his viſage 


| no great prelage of cruelty. 


Enter Maria, 


Sir To, Look where the youngeſt wren of mine comes. 


Mar. If you deſire the ſpleen, and will laugh your 


lelves into ſtitches, follow me; yond gull Malvolro is 


Sir To, And crols-garter'd ? 


Rar 


[Exit Sir Andrew, 


Fir To. I have been dear to him, lad, ſome two thous 
W {ind ſtrong or ſo. 


| $:r To. Never truſt me then; and by all means ſtir 
on the youth to an anſwer. I think oxen and wain- 
| ropes cannot hale them together, For Andrew if he 
were open'd, and you find fo much blood in his li- 

ver as will clog the foot of a flea, Il eat the reſt of th 

| anatomy. : | 


turned heathen, a very renegado; for there is no chriſtian 
| that means to be ſav' d by belieying rightly, can never 


| believe ſuch impoſſible paſſages of grolſnels. He's in 
yellow ſtockings, _ ES 
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Mar. Moſt villanouſly ; like a pedant that keeps a 


ſchool i'th' church: 1 have dogg'd him like his murtherer, | 
He does obey every point of the letter that I dropt to he- ( 
tray him; he does ſmile his face into more lines than isn 


the new map, with the augmentation of the dies; you 

have not ſeen ſuch a thing as tis; I can hardly forhear 

hurling things at him. I know my lady will Qrike 

bim; it the do, he'll ſmile, and tak't for a great 

favour, | | | | 
Sir Jo. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 

[ Excunt, 


vans t 6. 4+ e way c_-k 


Enter Sebaſtian and Anthonio. 


Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you. 

But fince you make your pleaſure of your pains, 

I will no further chide you. 85 

Ant. I could not ſtay behind you; my defire, 

More ſharp than filed ſteel, did ſpur me forth, 

And not all love to ſee you, tho ſo much 

As might have drawnone to a longer voyage, 
But jealouſie what might befal your travel, 
Being skilleſs in theſe parts; which to a ſtranger, 
 Unguided and unfriend ed, often prove 
„ Rough and unhoſpitable. My willing love, 
3 T he rather by theſe arguments of fear, 


„„ twwy 


= 


| Set forth on your purſuit. 
— 18 Seb. My kind Anthenio, 
+88 I can no other aniwer make but thanks, 
1H And thanks: and ever-oft good turns 
3 Are ſhuffled off with ſuch incurrent pay; 
is But were my worth as is my conſcience firm, 
You ſhould find better dealing : what's to do? 
Shall we go fee the relicks of this town? , 
Ant. To-morrow, Sir; beſt firſt go ſee your lodging, 
Seb. I am not weary, ard tis long to night, 
1 pray you let us ſatisfie our eyes 
With the memorials, and the things of fame 
That do renown this city, 


— >, = — proc ho 


Aut 


What you will. 
Ant. Would you'd pardon me: 


ay ] do not without danger walk theſe ſtreets. | 

ba Once in a ſea-fight gainſt the Duke his gallies ll 
% did ſome ſervice, of ſuch note indeed, ; if 
en That were I ta'nhere, it would ſcarce be anſwer'd. 4 


N 


eb. Belike you flew great number of his people. ( 

Ant. Th' offence is not of ſuch a bloody nature, 40 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel, 
Might well have given us bloody argument: w 
It might have ſince been anſwer'd in repaying ti 
What we took from them, which tor trafck's ſake o 
Moſt of our city did. Only my ſelſ ſtood out, . 
For which if I be lapſed in this place 
| ſhall pay dear. | 

eb. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me: hold, Sir, here's my purſe. 
In the ſouth ſuburbs at the Elephant = 
Is beſt to lodge: I will beſpeak our diet. 
Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the town, there ſhall you have me. 

Seb. Why I your purſe? & 

Aut. Haply your eye ſhall light upon ſome toy 
You have detire to purchaſe; and your ſtore, 
] think, is not for idle markets, Sir. | 

Seb. III be your purle-bearer, and leave you 
For an hour. 

Ant. To th' Elephant, 

Seb, | do remember. [ Exeunt. 


Dear 
ike 
Feat 


Ant. 


Enter Olivia and Maria, 


Oli. I haye ſent after bim; he ſays he'll come. 
How ſhall I feaſt him? what beſtow on him: 
For youth is bought more oft than begg'd or borrow'd, 
] ſpeak too loud ? 85 
Where is Malvolio? he is ſad and civil, 
And ſuits well for a ſervant with my fortunes 1 
Where is Malvelio ? | | | | | l 
Mar. He's coming, Madam: but in very ſtrange man» | 


Obſtruction in the blood; 


42 Twelfth-Night : Or, 
He is ſure poſſeſt, madam. 
Oli. Why, what's the matter, does he rave? 


Mar. No, madam, he does nothing bat ſmile; your 


ladyſhip were beſt to have ſome guard about you, if he 


come, for ſure the man is tainted in's wits. 


Oi. Go call him hither, 


Enter Mal volio. 


I'm as mad as he, 


If fad and merry madneſs equal be. 

How now, Malvolio? | | | 
Mal, Sweet lady, ha, ha, [Smiles fantaZiicalh, 
Oli. Smil'ſt thou ? I ſent for thee upon a ſad occation, 
Mal. Sad lady, I could be fad; this does make ſon? 

this croſs-gartering, hut 

what of that? if it pleaſe the eye of one, it is wich 


Oli. Why, how doſt thou, man? what is the matter 
with thee ? 7 


ef 


legs: It did come to his hands, and commands ſhall be 


executed. I think we do know that iweet Roman 


hand. FIG Tek 
Oli. Wilt thou go to bed Malvolio? - 
Mal. To bed ? ay, ſweet heart; and I'll come to thee, 


Oli. God comfort thee; why doſt thou ſmile fo, and 
kiſs thy hand ſo oft ? | 9 8 


Mar. How do you Malvelio ? 
Mal. At your requeſt? . 


Yes, nightingales an{wer daws, 


Mar, Why appear you with this ridiculous bo!dn:!; 


before my lady ? 


Mal. Be not afraid of greatneſs 'twas well writ, 
Oli. What meaneſt thou by that Malvelia 2 
Mal, Some are born great = 
Oli. Ha? EN 
Mal. Some atchieve greatneſs ——— 
Oli. What ſay ' ſt thou? 


w as the very true ſonnet is: Pleaſe one, and pleaſe W 


ouy 
tf de 


15. 
ON, 
nie 
Dur 
ich 


Ee. 


nd 


N hat you will. © 
Oli. Heav'n reſtore thee. 


OM. Thy yellow ſtockings? 


Mal. And wiſhed to ſee thee eroſs-garter d 


li. Croſs garter'd ? 


Oli. Am I made? 
Mal. If not, not me ſee thee a ſervant fill. 
Oli. Why this is very midſummer madneſs, 


Enter Servant, 


43 


al. And fome have greatneſs thruſt upon them 


Mal. Remember who commended thy yellow Stock- 
| ings : 


4 


. Mal. Go to, thou art made, if thou deſireſt to be 


Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the Duke O- - 


| ws is return'd, 1 could hardly entreat him back; he at 
| tends your ladyſhip's pleaſure. 


Oli. lll come to him. Good Maria, let this fellow be 


look d to. Where's my uncle Teby? let ſome of my peco- 


ple have a ſpecial car2 of him, I would not have him miſ- 
carry for the half of my dowry. - Exit. 

Mat. Oh ho, do you come near me now? no worſe 
man than Sir T:by to look to me! this concurs directly 


| with the letter, ſhe (ends him on purpoſe that I may ap- 


pear ſtubborn to him; for ſhe incites me to that in the 
ſetter, Caſt thy humble ſlough, ſays ſhe; be oppoſite 
with a kinſman, ſurly with ſervants, let thy tongue tang 
with argumerts of ſtate, put thy ſelf into the tiick of 
ſingularity 3 and confequently ſets down the manner how 


as a ſad face, a reverend carriage, a ſlow tongue, in the 


habit of ſome Sir of rote, and fo forth. 1 have lim'd 
her, but it is Jove's doing, and Jove make me thank- 
ful; and when ſhe went away now, let this fellow be 
look'd to; fellow! not Malvolio, nor after my degree, 
but fellow. Why every thing adheres together, that no 


dram of a ſcruple, no ſeruple of a ſeruplè; no obſtacle; 


no incredulous or unſafe eireumſtance what can be 


laid? nothing that can be, cen come between me 


and 
the 


44 Twelfth-N ight : Or, 


the full proſpe& of my hopes. Well, Jove, not J, is th 
doer of this, and he is to N ; pa: 


Enter Sir Toby, Fabian and Maria, 


Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of ſanity? 
if all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and legion 
himſelf poſſeſt him, yet I'll ſpeak to him. 

Fab, Here he is, here he is; how is't with you, Sir? 
how is't with you, man? 

Mal. Go off, I diſcard you; let me enjoy my privacy: 
„„ 5 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend ſpeaks within him; 
did not I vl] you, Sir T:by, my lady prays you to hays 
a care of him: EDD | | 
Mal., Ah ha, does ſhe ſo? 

Sir 10. Go to, go to; peace, Peace, we mult teal 

gently with him; let him alone. How do you, , alve 
tio? how is't with you? what man, defie the devil; con- 
ider he's an enemy to mankind, _ 

Mal. Do you know what you ſay? 3 
Mar. La you! if you ſpeak ill of the devil, how be 

takes it at heart, Pray God he be not bewitch'd, 

Fab. Carry bis water to th' wiſe woman. 

Mar. Marry and it ſhall be done to morrow morning, 
if | live, My lady would not loſe him for more than 
III fay. 3 

Mal. How now, miſtreſs? 

Mar. O Lord. 8 


Sir Tv. Pr'ythee hold thy peace, that is not the way: 


do you not ſee you move him? let me alone with 


fend is rough, and will not be roughly us d. 
S ie To, Why how row my bawcock ? how doſt then, 
chuck? 
Mal. Sir. | ; 
Sir To. Ay biddy, come with me. What man, tis rot 
for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan. Hang bim, 
foul collier. | 


Fab. No way but gentleneſs, gently, gently; tl: 


Aar. | 


th 


is the 


peſs. 
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Mar. Get him to ſay his prayers, good Sir Toby, get 


| him to pray. 


Mal. My prayers, minx! 
Mar. No I warrant you, he will not hear of godli- 


Mal. Go hang yourſelves all: you are idle ſhallow 


| things, I am not of your element, you ſhall know more 
| hereafter. - [ Exit. 


Sir To, It's poſſible? 
Fab. If this were plaid upon a ſtage now, I could con- 


| demn it as an improbable fiction. 


Sir Tv; His very genius hath taken the infection of the 
device, man. 
Mar. Nay, puxſue him now, leſt the device take air, 


and taint. 


Fab. Why we ſhall make him mad indeed, 
Mar. The houſe will be the quieter. 
Sir To, Come, we'll have him in a dark room and 


bound. My neice is already in the belief that he's mad; 


we may carry it thus for our pleaſure and his penance, 


till our very paſtime, tired out of breath, prompt us to 


have merey on him; at which time we will bring the 
device to the bar, and crown thee for a finder of mad 


| men; but ſee, but ſee. 


Enter Sir 1 


Fab. More matter for a May morning. 


Sir And, Here's the challenge, read it: I warrant 


there's vinegar and pepper in't. 

Fab. Is't fo lawcy : * 

Sir And. Ay, is t? I warrant him: do but read. 

Sir To. Give _ [ Sir Toby reads, 
Huth, whatſoever thou art, thou art but a ſcurvy fel- 

low, 

Fab, Good and valiant. 

Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind why I 
do cal thee ſo, for I will ſhew thee no reaſon for t. 
Eo A good note, he keeps you from the blow. vo 
the aw. | 


Sir 
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Sir To. Thom com ſt to thy Lady Olivia, and in my (511 
uſes thee kindly ; but thou 25 in thy throat, 1 227 Pe 
matter I challenge thee for. 
Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good ſenſe-leſs, 
Str To. I will way-lay thee going home, where if it |; 
thy chance to kill me mommmmemme 5 
Fab. Good. | | | 
Sir To, Thou kill ſt me like a rogue and a villain, 
_ Still you keep o'th windy fide of the Jay; 
ood, 
- Sir To. Fare thee well, and God have mercy upon me 
our ſouls: he may have mercy upon mine, but my Hope is 
better, and ſo look to thyſelf, Thy friend as thou uſeſt hin, 
and thy ſwern enemy, Andrew Ague-chgek. 5 
Sir To, It this Letter move him not, his Legs cannot; 
I'll give't him. 
Mar. You may have very fit occaſion for't : he is now 
in ſome commerce with my lady, and will by and by 


Sir Jo. Go, Sir Andrew, (cout me for him at the cor. 


ner of the orchard like a bum-bailyz fo ſoon as ever 
thou ſeeſt him, draw; and as thou draw'ſt, ſwear horri- 
bly; for it comes to pals oft, that a terrible oath, with 
a {wagpering accent ſharply twang'd off, gives manhood 
more approbation than ever proof itſelf would have 
earn'd him. Away. 2 : 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for ſwearing. [ Exit, 
Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter; for the be. 
| haviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be i 
good capacity and breeding; his employment between his 
lord and my niece confirms no leſs; therefore this letter 
being ſo excellently ignorant, will breed no terror in the 


youth; he will find that it comes from a clod-pole, But, 


Sir, I will deliver his challenge by word of mouth, {et 
upon Ague-cheek a notable report of valour and drive th: 
gentleman, as I know his youth will aptly receive i, 
into 2 moſt hideous opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and 
impetuoſity, This will io fright them both, that they 
will kill one another by the look, like cockatrices, 
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Enter Olivia and Viola, 


Fab, Here he comes with your neice; give them way 
till he take leave, and preſently after him. 
Sir To. I will meditate the while upon ſome borrid 
| [ Exeunt . 
Oli. I've ſaid too much unto a heart of ſtone, 


And laid mine honour too unchary on't. 


There's ſomething in me that reproves my fault ; 


| But ſuch a head-itrong potent fault it is, 


That it but mocks reproof. 
Vio. With the ſame haviour that your paſſion bears, 
Goes on my maſter's grief, 
Oli. Here, wear this jewel for me, tis my picture; 


| Refule it not, it hath no tongue to yex you: 


And I beſeech you come again to morrow. 
What ſhall you ask of me that I'll deny, 
That honour ſav'd, may upon asking give? 
Vio. Nothing but this, your true love for my maſter, 
Oli. How with mine honour may I give him that, 
Which I have given to you. Fa 
Vio. I will acquit you. 55 5 
Oli. Well, come again to-morrow: fare thee well, 
A fiend like thee might bear my ſoul to hell. [Ext. 


Enter Sir Toby and Fabian. 


Fir To. Gentleman, God ſave thee. 
Vio. And you, Sir. 0 
Sir Tu. That defence thou haſt, betake thee to't; of 
what nature the wrongs are thou haſt done him, I know 
not z but thy intercepter, full of deſpight, bloody as the 
hunter, attends thee at the orchard end; diſmount thy 


tuck, be yare in thy preparation, for thy aſſailant is 


quick, skilful, and deadly,  _ . 
Vio. You miſtake, Sir, I am ſure no man hath any 
quarrel to me; my remembrance is very tree and clear 


| irom any image of offence done to any man, 


Sir 
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Sir To, Yow'll find it otherwiſe Tafſure you; there. 
fore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you to 
your guard; for your oppoſite hath in him, what youth, 
ſtrength, skill, and a can furniſh a man withal. 
io. I pray you, Sir, what is he? 

Sir Jo. He is a knight dubb'd with unhack'd rapier, and 
on carpet conſideration, but he is a devil in private brawl; 
ſouls and bodies hath he divorc'd three; and his incenſe. 
ment at this moment is ſo implacable, that ſatisfaction 
can be none but by pangs of death and ſepulcher: hob, 
nod, is his word: give't or take't. : 

7/70. I will return again into the houſe, and deſire 
ſome conduct of the lady: I am no fighter. I have 
heard of ſome kind of men, that put quarrels purpcle]y 
on others to taſte their valour: belike this is a man of 
that quirk. | 

Sir To. Sir, no; his Indignation drives itſelf out of 
a very competent injury, therefore get you on, and give 
bim his deſire. Back you ſhall not to the houſe unlels 
you undertake that with me, which with as much ſafety 
you might anſwer him; therefore on, or ſtrip your | 
1word ſtark naked; for meddle you muſt, that's certain, 
or forſwear to wear iron about you. 
Dio. This is as uncivil as ſtrange. I beſeech you do 
me this courteous Office, as to know of the Knight what 
my offence to him is: it is ſomething of my negligence, 
nothing of my purpoſe. 

Szr To. I will do ſo. Signior Fabian, ſtay you by this 

gentleman till my return. Exit Sir Toby, 
Vio. Pray you, Sir, do you know of this matter? 
Fab. I know the Knight is incens'd againſt you, even 
to a mortal arbitrement, but nothing of the circumſtance 
mos, 5 

Vio. I beſzech you what manner of man is he? 
Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promiſe to read him 
by his form, as you are like to find him in the proof of 
his valour. He is, indeed, Sir, the moſt skilful, bloody, 
and fatal oppoſite that ) ou could poſſible have found in 
any part of Ihria: will you walk towards him? J will 
make your peace with him, if I can. * 

| 10 


they 


vou. 


— — 
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W hat You will. 49 
io. I ſhall be much bound to you for't : I am one 
that had rather go with Sir Prieſt than Sir Knight: 1 
care not who knows ſo much of my mettle, 
[Excunt, 
Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrew. 


Sir To. Why man, he's a very devil; I have not ſeen 
ſuch a virago : I had a paſs with him, rapier, ſcab. 
bard and all; and he gives me the ſtuck in with ſuch 
a mortal motion, that it is inevitable ; and on the an- 
ſwer, he pays you as ſurely as your feet hit the ground 

ſtep on. They ſay, he has been fencer to the 
—_— 5 1 
| — Pox on' t J'll not meddle with him. 

Tir P. Ay, but he will not now be pacified. 


Fabian can ſcarce hold him yonder. 


Sir And. Plague on't, if I thought he had been va- 


| Hant, and ſo cunning in fenc-, I'd have ſeen him 
damn'd ere I'd have challeng'd him Let him ler the 


matter ſlip, and I'll give him my horſe, g ey Capliee. 


Sir To. I'll make the motion; ſtand here, make a 
good ſhew ont, this ſhall end without the per ition 


of ſouls ; marry, I'Il ride your horſe as well as I ride 
Euter Fabian and Viola. 


I bave his horſe to take up the quarrel, I have per- 
ſuaded him the youth's a devil. 


Fa. He is horribly conceited of him; and pants and 
looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 


Sir Tb, There's no remedy, fir, he will fight with 
you for's oath ſake: Marry he hath better berhought 


him of his quarrel, and he finds that now ſcarce to 
be worth talking of; therefore draw for the ſuppor- 
tanee of his vow, he proteſts he will not hurt you. 


Die. Pray God defend me; a little thing would 


make me tell them how much I lack of a man, 
Fi. Give ground if you ſee him furious, 3 
1 e 3 Sir To, 


[Zo Fabian, 
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Fo Twelfth-night: Or, 


Sir To, Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy, the 


. ——̃ ot; ms 


gentleman will for his honour's ſake have one bout 

with you; he cannot by the duello avoid it; but he 

has promis'd me, as he is a gentleman and a ſoldier, 

he will not hurt you. Come on, to't. 
55 | [They draw, 
Sir And. Pray God he keep his oath. 


Enter Antonio. 


Vio. I do aſſure you 'tis againſt my will. 

Ant. Put up your ſword; if this young gentleman 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you. 

7 | os. 14 [Drawing. 
Sir To. You, fir ? Why, what are you? | | 

Ant, One, fir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for you. 

- „„ [ Draws. 
Enter Officers. N 

Fab. O good Sir Thy, hold; here come the officers. 

Sir To. I'Il be with you anon. 17 5 | 

Vio. Pray, fir, put your ſword up if you pleaſe, 

5 I Sir Andrew. 

Sir And, Marry will I, fir; and for that I promis'd 
you, T'll be as good as my word. He will bear you 
_ eaſily, and reins well. TP 1 5 

1 Of. This is the man, do thy office. 
2 Off. Antonio, I arreſt thee at the ſuit of Duke Or- 
3 N ; 
F Ant. You do miſtake me, fir. | ; 

1 Of. No, fir, no jot; I know your faveur well; 
Tho' now you have no ſea-cap on your head. 

Take him away, he knows I know him well. 


Ant. I muſt obey. This comes with ſeeking you; 


But there's no remedy. I ſhall anſwer it. 
What will you do? now my neceſlity yy 2 
Makes me to ask you for my purſe. It grieves me 


Much 


[1 
1 
B 


Dr. 


What you <ill. 51 
| Much more, for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befals myſelf: You ſtand amaz d, 
But be of comfort. 
2 Of. Come, Sir, away. 
Aut. I muſt intreat of you ſome of that money. 
Vio. What money, fir ? . 


Por the fair kindneſs you have ſhew'd me here. 


And part being prompred by your preſent trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability | 
I'll lend you ſomething ; my having is not much, 
make diviſion of my preſent with you: | 
| Hold, there's half my coffer. | 
| Ant. Will you deny me now? 
Ist poſſible, that my deſerts to you 
(an lack perſuaſion ? Do not tempt my miſery, 
| Leſt that it make me fo unſound a man, 
As to upbraid you with thoſe kindneſſes 
That I have done for you. 
Nis. I know of none, 5 
Nor know you by voice, or any feature. 
hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Than lying, vainneſs, babling, drunkenneſs, 
Or any taint of vice, whoſe ſtrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 
Ant. Oh heavens themſelves ! 

2 Off. Come, Sir, I pray you go. 

Aut. Let me ſpeak a little. This youth that you 
| ſee here, 
I ſnatcht one half out of the jaws of death, 
Reliey'd him with ſuch ſanctity of love, 
And to his image, which methought did promiſe 
oſt venerable worth, did I devotion. 
1 Of. What's that to us? the time goes by; away, 
Ant. But oh, how vile an idol proves this God! 
hou haſt, Sebaſtian, done good feature ſhame. 
In nature there's no blemiſh but the mind: 
None can be call'd deform'd but the unkind. 
irtue is beauty, but the beauteous evil 
ure empty trunks o'er-flouriſh'd by the devil. 


80 1 OF. 
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F2 Twelſth- night: O, 
1 Of. The man grows mad, away with him: 
Come come, Sir. | 
Ait. Lead me on. [Exit, 
Vio. Methinks his words do from ſuch paſſion fly 
That he believes himſelf; ſo do not I: 
Prove true, imagination, oh prove true, 
Thar I, dear brother, be now ca'en for you. 
Sir To. Come hither, Knight, come hither, Fabian; 
we'll whiſper o'er a coupler or two af moſt ſage laws. 
Vio. He nam'd Scbaſtian; I my brother know 
Yet living in my glaſs, even ſuch, and ſo 
In favour was my brother, and he went 
Still in this faſhion, colour, ornament, 
For him I imitate: Oh if it prove, HE 
Tempeſts are kind, and falt waves freſh in love. 
| | | | Exit, 
Sir Tv. A very diſhoneſt paltry boy, and more an W. 
ard than a hare ; his diſhoneſty appea:s in leaving his 
friend here in neceſſity, and denying him; and for his 
cowardſihip ask Fabian. „ 
Fab. Acowaid, a moſt devout coward, religious init. 
Sir And. Slid Til after him again, and beat him. 
Sir Te, Do cuff him, ſoundly, but never draw thy 
word. 5 n 
'Sir Aud; II do not; 
Fab. Come, let's fee the event. el 
Sir D. I dare lay any money "twill be nothing yet. 
| | SE [ Exeunt, 
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e BY, 
Euter Sebaſtian and Clown. 
7 ILE you make me believe that I am not 
91 5 ſent for you? THE 
Seb. Go to, go to, thou art a fooliſh fellow, 
Le: me be clear of thee. 1 1 
Che. Well held aut i' faith: No, I do not know you 
nor 1 am not ſent to by my lady, to bid you come 
| | ſpeal 


| Clown, 2 


he 


11 


13 
VS. 


What you will. $3 


ſpeak with her; nor your name is not maſter Ceſarto, 


nor this is not my noſe neither; nothing tha is ſo js fo. 

Seb. I pry thee vent thy folly ſomewhere elſe, thou 
know'ſt not me. 

Ch. Ven” my folly! he has heard that word of 
ſome great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly! I am afraid this great lubber the world 
will prove a cockney: I pry'thee now ungird thy 
ſtrangeneſs and tell me what I thall vent to my lady; 
ſhall T vent to her, that thou art coming? 

Seb. I pr'ythee fohliſh Greek depart from me, there's 
money for thee. If thou tarry loi ger I ſhall give 
worſe payment. 

Clo. By my troth thou haſt an open hand; theſe. 
wiſe men that give fools money get themſelves a good 
report after fourteen years purchaſe. 


Enter Sir Andrew, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 


Sir And, Now, fir, have I met you again? there's 
for you. = ER 5 
— Js Sebaſtian. 
Seb. Why there's for thee, and there, and there: 
Are all the people mad? 3 
| [ Beating Sir Andrew. 
a Sir To Hold, fir, or I'll throw your dagger o'er the 
oule, | | 
Clo. This will I tell my lady ftrait: I would nor be 
in ſome of your coats for two-pence. _ „ 
e | Exit Clown, 
Sir To, Come on, fir, hold. a 
. y [Holding Sebaſtiat, 
Sir And. Nay, let him alone, T'll go another v ay to 
work with him; I'll have an action of battery againſt 
him, if there be any law in 1hria ; tho I truck him 
irſt, yet it's no matter for that. | 
Seb. Let go thy hand. „%%% To i 
Sir © Come, fir, I will not let yon go. Come m 
young ſoldier, put up your iron; you are well fleſh'd: 


ome on. 
© 3 Seb. I 


— A 7˙ . 
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54 Twelſth-right: Or, 
Seb. I will be free from thee. What wouldſt thou 
now ? if thou dar'ſt rempt me farther, draw thy ſword, 
Sir To. What, what? nay, then I muſt have ounce 

or two of this malapert blood from you. 
| x al” [They draw and fg lt. 


Enter Olivia . 


Oli. Hold, Toby, on thy life I charge thee, hold. 

Sir Tr, Madam. | os 
O.. Will it be ever thus? ungracious wretch, 
Fir for the mountains and the barbarous caves, 
Where manners ne'er were preach'd: Our of my 
E ſight, | 8 
Be not offended, dear Ceſario, os | 
Rudesby, be gone. Ipi'ythee, gentle f iend, 
| | PS Excaut $'r Toby and Sir And:cw, 
Let thy fair wiſd-m, nut thy paſſion ſway 
I: this uncivil and unjuſt extent 9 
Againſt thy peace. Go with me to my houſe, 

And here thou there, how many fruitleſs pranks 
This Rufhan hath botch'd up, that rhou thereby 

_ May'ft ſmile ar th's: Thou ſhatr not chuſe but go: 
Do not deny; behrew his ſoul for me, 

He ſtarted one poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seb. What reliſh is in this? how runs the ſtream? 
Or Il am mad, or elſe this is a dream. | 
Ler fancy ſtill mv fenſe in Lethe ep, 

If ir be thus to dream, ſtil] let me ſleep. 
Oli. Nay come Ipray : Would thou'dſt be rul'd by 
8 

Sch. Madam, I will. 
Oli, O ſay ſo, and fo be. | 

| „ | [Execunt, 


| Enter Maria and Clown. 
Mar. Nay, I pr'ythee put on this gown and this 


beard, make him believe thou art fir Topas the curate; 
do it quickly. I'II call fir Toby the whilſt. 


Cle 


Faw} ay "_ 


CW. 


am? 


'd by 


Excunt, 


11 this 


uratée; 


Cle 
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clo. Well, I'll put it on, and I will diſſemble my 


ſelf in't; ; and I would I were the firſt that ever qd 


ſembled in ſuch a gown. I am not tall enough to 


become the function well, nor lean enough to be 


thought a good ſtudent; but to be ſaid an honeſt 
man, and a good houſe-keeper, goes as fairly as to 


ſay, a careful man a great ſcholar. The competf— 
tiors enter. 


- Exter Sir Toby. 


Sir To. Jove bleſs thee, Mr. Parſon. | 
Clo. Bonos dics, Sir Joby; for as the old hermit of 


| Prague, that never ſaw pen and ink, very witily ſaid 


to a neice of King Gorboduck, that tbat! is, is: ſo I be- 
ing Mr. Parſon, am Mr. Parton ; 3 for. what is that, 
but that; and and is, but is? 

. 0 him, 15 Topat. 

Glo. What hoa, I {fay, peace in this priſon, 

Sir To, The knave counterfeits well; a good knave. 


[Malvolig a. thin. 
Mal. Who calls there ? 


Clo. Sir Topas the curate, who comes to viſit Mal we- 
lis the lunatick. 


Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas go to my 


lady. 
Clo, Out h yperbolical fiend, how vexeſt thou this 
Talkeſt thou nothing but of ladies ? lan? 


Sir To. Well ſaid, maſter Parſon. 
Mal. Sir Topas, never was man thus wrong'd good i 
dir Topas do not think Iam mad; they have laid me 
here in hideous darkneſs. 
Clo. Fie, thou diſhoneſt ſathan ; 1 call thee by the 
moſt modeſt terms, for I am one of thoſe gentle ones 


| that will uſe the devil himſelf with curteſie: ſay'ſt 
thou that houſe is dark ? 


Mal, As hell, Sir Topas. 5 

Clo, Why it hath bay windows tranſparent as bari- 
cadoes, and the clear ſtones towards the ſouth north 
are as luſtrous as pony þ z and yet complaineſt thou 


Ca Mal. 


Twelſth-night : Or, 
Mal. I am not mad, Sir Topas, I ſay to you this 
houſe is dark. 

Clo. Madman, thou erreſt; I ſay there is no dark- 
neſs but ignorance, in which thou art more puzzled 
than the Egyptians in their fog. 

* Mal, I fay th's houſe is as dark as ignorance. 
though ignorance were as dark as hell; and I ſay 
there was never man thus abus'd ; I am no more mad 


than you are, make the tryal cf it in wy conſtant 


queſtion. 
__ Clo, What is the opinion of Sythe, Toncerning 
_ wild-fowl ? | 

Mal. That the foul of our grandam might happily 
inhabit a bird. 

Clo. What think'{t thou of his opinion? 

Mal. I think nobly of the ſou], and no way approve 
his opinion. 
Clo. Fare thee well: remain thou fill in carkneſs ; : 


thou wy hold th' opinion of Pythagoxas, ere I will 


allow of thy wits, and fear to kill a woodcock, Jef 


thou diſpoſleſs the houſe of thy grande. Fare thee 


well. 

Mal. Sir Topas, Sir Nr. | 
Sir . My moſt exquiſite Sir Topas! 
Clo. Nay, I am for all waters. 


Mar. Thou might'ſt have done this without thy 


Leard and gown, he ſees thee nor. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring me 
word how thou find'ſt him: I would we were all rid 
of this knavery. If he may be conveniently deliver- 
ed, I would he were. for I am now ſo far in offence 
with my neice, that I cannot purſue with any fafety 
this ſport to the upſhor. Come * and by to my 


chamber - Exit. 
Clo. Hey Robin, Joly Robin, tell me how- my lady does. 
_[bingin g. 
Mal. Fool. 
Clo. My lady is unkind, berdle. if 
Mal. Fool. 


Clo. Alas, Sho ſhe i's ſo? 
Mal. Fool, I ſay. 


What you Vill. 57 


F Clo. She loves another--= who calls, ha? 

Mal. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deſerve well at 
my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and 
paper; as I am a Gentleman, I will live to be thank- 
{yl to thee. for't. 

Clo. Mr. Malwolio! 

Ma.. Ay, good fool, 5, 

Clo. Alas, Sir, how fell you beſides your five wits ? 

Mal. Fool, there was never man ſo notoriouſly a- 
bus'd; I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 


be no better in your wits than a foo]. 


darkneſs, ſend miniſters to me, aſſes, and do all they 
| can to face me out of my wits. 


hs clo. Adviſe you hat you ſay : the miniſter is here, 

G Malvolio, Malwolio, thy wits the heav'ns reſtore : en- 

1 deavour thy ſelf to ſleep, and leave thy vain bibble 

[of babble. Eg | 

b 44 Mal. Sir pal. | 

e Co. Maintain no words with him, good fellow. 
Who I, Sir, not I, Sir, God b'w'you, good Sir Tupac, 
Marry, amen. I will, Sir, I will, Sir. 

Mal. Fool, fool, fool, I ſay. 
thy Clo, Alas, Sir, be patient. What ſay you, Sir ? 


I am ſhenr for ſpeaking to you. 
Mal. Good fool, help me to ſome light, and ſome 


[= 


rid baber; Trrell thee I am as well in my wits, as any | 


man in 1/yria, | 


_ Co. Well-a-day that you were, Sir. 5 
ker) Mal. By this hand I am : good fool, ſome ink, pa- 


per and light; and convey what I ſer down to my 


My lady: it ſhall advantage thee more than ever the bear- 
Exit. Wing of letter did. "0 ES 
ves. WM Co. I will help you to'r. But tell me true, are you 
sing not mad indeed, or do you but counterfeit ? _ 


Mal. Believe me, I am not: I tell thee true. 
Clo, Nay, I'll ne'er believe a mad-man till I ſee 


ink. 


Clo 


Clo. Bat as well! then thou art mad indeed, if you 


Mal. They have propertied me; they keep me in 


bis brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, and 


C5 | Mal, 


- 4 
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58 Twelfth- night: Or, 
Mal. Fool, I'Il requite it in the higheſt degree; 
Ipr'ythee be gone, 


Clo. I am gone, Sir, and anon, Sir, [Sing'ng. 
TA be with you again 
In a trice, like to the old vice, 
Your need to ſuſtain. 
ho with dagger of Iath, in his rage, and his wrat-:, 
Cries ah ha] to the aevil; 1 
Like a mad lad, pair thy nails, did, 
| Aaleu, good man drivel, _ Exit. 


Euter Sebaſtian. 


Seb. This is the air, that is the glorious ſun, 
This pearl ſhe gave me, I do feel and ſee't. 
And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet 'tis not madneſs. Where's Antonio then? 
J could not find him at the Elephant. 7 
Yer there he was, and there I found this credit, 
That he did range the town to ſeek me our. 
His counſel now might do me golden ſervice 3 
For tho? my ſoul diſputes well with my ſenſe, 
That this may be ſome error, but no madneſs, 
Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all inſtance, all diſcourſe, 
That I am ready to diftruſt mine eyes, 
And wrangle with my reaſon that perſuades me 
To any other truſt, but that I'm mad, 
Or elſe the lady's mad; yet if 'twere ſo, 
She could not ſway her houſe,command her followers, 
Take, and give back affairs, and their diſpatch, 
With ſuch a ſmooth, diſcreet, and ſtable bearing 
As II perceive ſhe does: there's ſomething int 
That is deceivable, But here ſhe comes. 


Enter Olivia and Pri eſt. 


oli. Blame not this haſte of mine: if you mean 
- Now go with me and with this holy man Il vwell, 


Into 


„ aa Sj 2 M tray 
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well, 


Into 
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Fabian. 
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Into the chantry by; there before him, 

And underneath that conſecrated roof, TS 
Plight me the full aſſurance of your faith. K 
That my moſt jealous and too Aoubtful ſoul 
May live at peace. He ſhall conceal it 
Whiles you are willing it ſnall come to note, 

What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. What do you ſay ? 
Seb, I'II follow this good man, and go with you, 


And having ſworn truth, ever will be true. 


Oil. Then lead the way good father; heav'ns ſo 
ine, 


That chey may fairly note this ac of mine. [ Exeunt. 
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„ 
Euter Clown and Fabian. 


row, as thou lov'ſt me, let me ſee this 
letter. 


Clo, Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another requeſt. 
Tab. Any thing. 


Clo. Do not deſire to ſee this letter. 


Fab. This is to give a dog, and in recompence deſire 
my dog again. | 


Enter Dake, Viola, Curio, and Lordce, 


Date. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friends? 
Clo. Ay, Sir, we are ſome of her trappings. 
Date. I know thee well; how doſt thou, my good 
fellow ? 
Clo, Truly, Sir, the better for my foes, and the 
worſe for my friends. 
Duke. Juſt the contrary 3 the better for thy friends. 
Civ, No, Sir, the worſe. 


C6 Date. 


— —— 


Go. Twelfth-night: Oy, 
Duke. How can that be? F N 
Clo. Marry, Sir, they praiſe me, and make an a; 

of me; now my foes tell me plainly, I am an aſs: ſo 

that by my foes, Sir, I profit in the knowledge of 
myſelf, and by my friends I am abuſed + ſo thac con- 

cluſions to be as kiſſes, if your four negatives makes 

your two affirmatives, why then the worſe for my 
friends, and the better for my foes. _ 

Dube. Why this is excellent, 

Clo. By my troth, Sir, no; tho' it pleaſe you to be 
one of my friends. „„ 
Dube. Thou ſhalt not be the worſe for me, there's 
„ 3 
” Clo. But that it would be double-dealing, Sir, 1 
would you could make it another. 

Du ke. O you give me ill counſel. | 

Clio. Put your grace in your pocket, Sir, for this 
once, and let your fleſh and blood obey it, [.1 

Duke Well, I will be ſo much a ſinner to bea 
double-dealer : there's another. os 
_ Clo. Primo, ſecundo, tertio, is a good play, and the 
old ſaying is, the third pays for all: the triplex, Sir, 

is a good tripping meaſure, or the bells of St. Bennet, 

Sir, may put you in mind, one, two, three. 

Due. You can fool no more money out of me at 

_ this throw; if you will let your lady know I am 
here to ſpeak with her, and bring her along with you, 
it may awake my bounty further. Sa ny 

C/o. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty till T come 
again, I go, Sir? but 1 wauld not have you to think, 
chat my deſire of having is the ſin of covetouſneſs; 
hat as you ſay, Sir, let your bounty take a nap, I 

wilawake it anon. SE Exit Clown. 


Ham 


Euter Antonio and Offccys. | 


Pio. Here comes the man, Sir, that did reſcue me. 
Duke. That face of his I do remember well; 
Yet when I faw it laſt, it was beſmear'd 
As black as Vulcan, in the ſmoak of war: 
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| Orſino's enemy. 


All this in dedication. 


What you will. 


A bawbling veſſel was he captain of, 


For ſhallow draught and bulk unpri zeble 
With which ſuch ſcathful grapple did he make 


fleer, 


With the moſt noble bottom of our 


That very envy and the rongue of loſs 


Cry d fame and hononr on him. What's the watter? 


4 ' Of, Orſino, this i 18 that Antonio 
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That took the Phenix and her fraught from auch; ; 

| And this is he that did the Iger board, | 
| When your young nephew Titus loſt his leg: 

{ Here in the ſtreets, deſperate of fhame and ſtate, 
| In private brabble did we apprehend him. 


Vio. He did me kindneſs, fir; drew on my fide, 


Ant. Orſino : noble fir, 


But in concluſion put ſtrange ſpeech upon me, 
| Iknow not what 'twas, but diſtractions. 
Duke. Notable pirate, thou ſalt-water thief, 

What fooliſh ' boldneſs brought thee to their mercies, 
| Whom thou in terms ſo bloody and fo dear 

| Haſt made thine enemies ? 


Did I redeem ; a wreck paſt hope he was: 
His life J gave him, and did thereto add 
My love without cerention or reſtraint; 


For his ſake 


Did T expoſe myſelf (pure for his love) 


lato the danger of this adverſe town, 
| Drew to defend him, when he was beſet 3 3 

Where being apprehended, his falſe cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 
Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance, 
And grew a twenty years removed thing, 
While one would wink: deny'd me mine own purſe, 1 
Which I had recommended to his uſe 
Not half an hour before. 


| Be pleas'd that I ſhake off theſe names you give me: 
Antonio never yet was thief or pirate; 
Though I confeſs, on baſe and ground enough, 
A witchcraft drew me hither ; 
That molt ungrateful boy there by your fide, 
From the rude ſea's enrag'd and foamy mouth, 


Vis, 
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Vio. How can this be? 

Duke. When came he to this town? 

Aut. To-day, my lord; and for three months before; 
No Interim, not a minute's vacancy, 


Both = and night did we keep company, 
Enter Olivia and attendants. 


Dyke. Here comes the counteſs ; now heay'n walks, 
on earth. 
Bat for thee, fellow ; fellow, thy war are madneſs: 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me 3 
But more of that anon. Take him aſide. 
Oli, What would my lord, but that he may not have 
Wherein Olivia may ſeem ſerviceable ? 
Ceſario, you don't keep promiſe with me. 
Vio. Madam. 
| Duke. Gracious Olivia. 
Oli. What do you ſay, Ceſario? Good: my 1000. 
Vio. My lord would ſpeak, my duty huſhes me. 
Oli. If it ought to the old tune, my lord, 
It is as fat and fulſome to mine ear, 
As howling after muſick. 
Duke. Still ſo cruel? 
Oli. Still ſo conſtant, lord. of 
Duke. What, to perverſeneſs ? you uncivil lady, 
To whoſe ingrate and unauſpicious altars 
My ſoul the faithfulbſt offerings has breath'd out 
That e'er devotion tender'd. What ſhall I do? 
Oli. uy n what 1 at pleaſe my lord, thar ſhall become 
im. 
Duke. Why ſhould I not, had I the heart to do t, 
Like to th' E GH pti an thief, at point of death 
Kill what I ove ? a ſavage jealouſy, 
That ſometimes favours nobly; but hear this: 
Since you to non-regardance caſt my faith, 
And that I partly know the inſtrument 
That ſcrews-me from my true place in your fayour : 
Live you the marble-breaſted tyrant ſtill. 
But this your minion, whom I know you love, 


And 
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And whom, by heaven, I ſwear, I tender dearly, 

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

1 Where he fits crowned in his maſter's ſpight. _ 

| Come boy with me, my thoughts are ripe in miſchief : 
III facrifice the lamb that I do love, 
To ſpight a raven's heart within a dove. 

rio. And J moſt jocund, apt, and willingly, 

To do you reſt, a thouſand deaths would die. 


8s, Oli. Where goes Ceſario? 
Vio. After him ] love, Ro 
(s : More than I love theſe eyes, more than my life, 


More by all mores, than e'er I ſhall love wife. 
If I do feign, you witneſſes above 
aVe Puniſh my life, for tainting of my love!! 
Oli. Ay me, deteſted! how am I beguild? 
io. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
Oli. Haſt thou forgot thyſelf? Is it fo long? _ 
Call forth the holy father. 8 
— Duke. Come, away. =” e 3 
Oli. Whither, my lord? Ceſario, husband, ſtay. 
Duke. Husband. VVV 
Oli. Ay, husband. Can he that deny? 
Duke. Her husband, ſirrah? = 
Vio. No, my lord, not I. „ 
Oli. Alas, it is the baſeneſs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ſtrangle thy propriety : 
Fear not, Ceſario, take thy fortunes up, 
t Be that thou know ſt thou art, and then thou art 
As great as thou fear'ſt, . 


9 
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Enter Pri eſt. 


O welcome, father. 5 

Father, I charge thee by thy reverence 

Here to unfold, (tho' lately we intended 

To keep in darkneſs, what occaſion now 

 [Ekeveals before tis ripe) what thou doſt know, 

your : {WHath newly paſt between this youth and me. 
Prieſt, A contract of eternal bond of love, 

Confirm'd by mutual joinder of your hands, 

© | SE Atteſte d 
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Atteſted by the holy cloſe of lips, 
Strengthened by enterchangement of your rings, 
And all the ceremony of this compact 
Seal'd in my function, by my teſtimony : 
Since when, my watch hath told me tow'rd my grave 
1 have travell'd but two hours. 

Duke. O thou diſſembling tub ; what wilt thou be 
When time hath ſow'd a grizzel on thy caſe ? 
Or will not elſe thy craft ſo | Cans giow, 
That thine own rip ſhall be thine overthrow? 
Farewell, and rake her, but direct the feet, 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meer, 

Vio. My lord, I do proteſt---- 

Oli. O do not ſwear; 
Hold little faith, tho thou haſt too much fear! 1 


Enter Sir Andrew with his Head broke. 


Sir Audr. For the love of God A ſurgeon, and fend 


one preſently to Sir Toby, 

Ob. What's the matter? | 

Sir And, H's broke my head a-croſs, and given Sir 
Toby a bloody coxcomb too: for the loye of God your 


help. I had rather than forty pound I were at home. 


Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew? 


Sir And. The Count's gentleman, one Ceſario ; we 


took him for a coward, but he's the very devil incar- 
nate. 
Duke. My gentleman, Ceſario ? 


Sir Andr. Od's lifelings, here he is, you broke my 


head for nothing, and that that I did, I was ſet on 
to do't by Sir Toby. 

No. Why do you ſpeak to me? I never kurt you : 
You drew your ſword upon me without 8 
But I beſpake you fair, and hurt you not. 


Enter Sir Toby and Clown. 


Sir Audr. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have 
urs. 
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hurt me: I think you ſet nothing by a bloody cox- 
comb. Here comes Sir Toby halting, you thall hear 
more 3 but if he had not been in drink, he would 
have tickled you other-gates than he did. 

Duke. How now, gentleman? how is't with you? 

Sir Tv, That's all one, he has hurt me, and there's 
an end on't; ſat, didſt ſee Dick ſurgenn, Gt - 

Clo. O he's drunk, Sir, above an hour agnne. ; "his 
eyes were ſet at eight 1'th* morning. 

Sir Tv. Then he's a rogue, and a paſt meaſure Pai. 
im. hate a drunken rogue. 

Oli. Away with him: Who bath made this ha vack 
with them?; 

Sir Andr. T'll help you, Sir Toby, becauſe we'll be 
dreſt together. 

Sir To, Will you help an aſs-head, and a coxcomb, 
and a knave, a thin-fac'd knave, a gull; * 

(Exe. Clo. To. and And. 
oli. Get him to bed, and let his hart be led to. 


8 | Enter Sebaſtian, | 


Sb. 1 am ſorry, W 80 1 8 hurt your uncle: 
Bur had it been the brother of my blood, 3 
I muſt have done no leſs with wit and ſafety. 
You throw a ſtrange regard on me, by which 
do perceive it hath offended you 3 
Pardon me, ſweet one, even for the yows 
We made each to other, bur fo late ago. 
' Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two 
„ „„ 
A nat'ral peſpective, that is, and is not. 
Seb. Antonio, O my dear Antoxio! 
How have the hours rack d and tortur'd me, 
Since I have loſt thee ? 
Aut. Sebaſtian are you? 
Seb. Fear'd you that, Antoni)? 
Ant. How have you. made diviſion of  yourelf * ? 
An apple cleft in two, is not more twin 


Than theſe two creatures. Which is Sebaſtian ? _ 
7 
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Oli. Moſt wonderful! 
Seb. Dol ſtand there? I never had a brother 
Nor can there be a deity in my nature 
Of here and every where. I had a ſiſter, 
Whom the blind waves and ſurges have devour'd: 
Of charity, what kin are you to me? (D Viola 
What countryman : hat name? what parentage 
Mio. Of Meſſaline; Sebaſtian was my father, 
Such a Sebaſtian was my brother too: 
So went he ſuited to his wat'ry tomb. 
If ſpirits can aſſume both form and ſuit, 
You come to fright us. 
Seb. A ſpirit I am indeed, 
But am in that dimenſion groſly clad, 
Which from the womb I did participate, 
Were you a woman, as the reſt go even, 
T ſhould my tears ler fall upon your cheek, 
And fay, thrice welcome drowned Viola. 

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Seb. And ſo had mine. ns DT 
Vio. And dy'd that day when Piela from her birth 
Had numbred thirteen years. 55 
Seb. O that record is lively in my ſoul, 

He finiſhed indeed his mortal act 

That day that made my ſiſter thirteen years. 

Vio. If nothing lets ro make us happy both, 

But this my maſculine uſurp'd atti rem 

Do not embrace me, till each circumſtance 

Of place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump 

That Lam Viola; which to confirm, . 

PII bring you to a captain in this town 

Where lye my maiden weeds ; by whoſe gentle help 

I was preſerv'd to ſerve this noble Duke. 

All the occurrence of my fortune fince 

Hath been between this lady, and this lord. 

Seb. So comes it, lady, you have been miſtook : 
e ey FRO (Ok. 

But nature to her bias drew in that. 1 

You would have been contraQted to a maid, 


Nor 
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Nor are you therein, by my life, deceiy'd, 
You are betroth'd both to a maid and man. 
Duke. Be not amaz'd : right noble is his blood; 
If this be ſo, as yet the glaſs ſeems true, 
I ſhall have ſhare in this moſt happy wreck. 
Boy, thou haſt ſaid to me a thouſand times (To Vio. 
Thou never ſhould'ſt love woman like to me. 
Vio. And all theſe ſayings will I over-ſwear, 
And all thoſe ſwearings keep us true in ſoul, 
As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That ſevers day from night. 
Duke. Give me thy hand, | 
And let me fee thee in thy woman's weeds. 
Vio. The captain that did bring me firſt on ſhore, 
Hath my maids garments : he upon ſome action 
Is now in Curance, at Malvolio's ſuit. 
A gentleman and follower of my lady's. 
Oli. He ſhall enlarge him: fetch Malvolio hither. 


And yet, alas, now remember me. 
They ſay, poor gentleman, he's much diſtrait, 


Enter the Clown with a litter, and Fabian. 


A moſt extrafting frenzy of mine own | 
From my remembrance clearly baniſh'd his. 
How does he, firrah ? „„ Os. 
Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the ſtaves 
end as well as a man in his caſe may do: he'as here 
writ a letter to you, I ſhould have given't you to day 
morning. But as a mad-man's epiſtles are no goſpels, 
ſo it skills not much when they are deliver'd. - 
. Open't and read it. 5 
Clo. Look then to be well edify'd, when the fool 


delivers the mad-man--- By the lerd, madam, Reads. 


Oli. How now, art mad? 7 

Clo. No, madam, I do but read madneſs: an your. 
ladyſhip will have it as it ought to be, you muſt allow 
„ | . „ 
Oli. Pr'ythee read it, thy right wits. 


Clo. 
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Clo. So I do, Mædona; but to read his right wits, is 
to read thus, therefore prepend, my princeſs and 
give ear. | 
Oli Read it you, firiah. I To Fabian. 
Fab. Reads. ] By the Lord, madam, you wrong me, and 
the world ſball kuow it; though you have put me into Eng, 
and given your arknken uncle rule over me, yet have I be- 
nefit of my ſenſes as well as your ladyſbip. 1 have your own 
letter that induced me to the ſemblance I put on; with the 
which I doubt not but to do myſelf much right, or you much 
ſhame : think of me as you pleaſe ; I leave my duty 4 little 
unt hought of, and ſpeak out of my injury. 5 
b madly ed l volis. 
Oli. Did he write this? „ 


or ART io re: 
Duke. This favours not much of diſtraction. 
Oli. See him delivered, Fabian, bring him hither. 
My lord, fo pleaſe you, theſe things further thought 
To think me as we la ſiſter, as a wife, lon 
One day thall crown the alliance on't, ſo pleaſe you ; 
Here at my houſe, and at my proper coſt. 19 8 
Duke. Madam, I am moſt apt t'embrace your offer, 
Your 1 5 quits you; and for your ſervice done 

So much againſt the metal of your ſex, [7 Viola. 
So far beneath your ſoft and tender breeding. 

And ſince you called me maſter for ſo long, 

Here is my hand, you ſhall from this time be 

Your maſter's miſtreſs, 


Oli, A ſiſter, you are ſhe. 


Exter Malvolio. 


a . 


Duke. Is this the mad- man? 
Oli. Ay, my lord, this ſame : how now, Malvelio? 
Mal. Madam, you have done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. 6 
Oli. Have I, Malvolio? no. „ 
Mal. Lady, you have; pray you peruſe that letter. 
You muſt not now deny it is your hand. 
Write from it if you can, in hand or phraiſe, 


fer, 


one 


ola. 


zolio ? 


erter. 


Or 


Or fay'tis not your ſea}, nor your invention; 


What you will. 6 9 
You can ſay none of this. Well, grant it then, : 
And tell me inthe modeſty of honour, 

Why you have given me ſuch clear lights of favour, 


Bad me come ſmiling, and croſs-garter'd to you, 


To put on yellow ſtockings, and to f.own 
Upon Sir Toby, and the lighter people? 

And acting this in an obedient hope. 

Why have you ſaffer'd me to be impriſon'd, 
Kept in a dark houſe, viſited by the prieſt, 


And made the moſt notorious geck or gull 


That e'er invention plaid on? tell me why? 
Oli. Alas, Malvolio; this is not my writing, 
Tho', I confeſs, mach like the character: 
Bar, out of queſtion, *ris Maria's hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was ſhe _ 
Firſt told me thou waſt mad; then cam'ſt in ſmiling, | 
And in ſuch forms which here were preſuppos'd 
Upon thee in the letter: pr'ythee be content, 
This practice hath moſt ſhrewdly paſt upon thee ; 
Bit when we know the grounds and authors of it, 
Thou ſhalt be both the plantiff and the judge 
Of thine own cauſe. EO ET Ib 
Fab. Good madam, hear me ſpeak ; 
And let no quarrel nor no brawl to come 
Taint the condition of this preſent hour, 
Wh ch I have wondered at. In hopes it ſhall not, 
Moſt freely I confeſs my ſe'f and Toby | | 
Set th s device againſt Malvolio here, 
Upon ſome {tubb+n and uncourteous parts 
We had concejv'd againſt him. Maria writ 
The letter at Sir T by's great importance, 
In recompence whereof he hath married her. 
How with a ſportful malice it was follow'd, 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge, 
If that the injuries be.juſt:y weigh'd. 
That have on both files paſt. 1 
Oli. Alas, poor fool! how have they baffled thee ? 
Clo. Why fome are born great ſome atchieve 


greatneſs, and ſome have greatneſs thrown upon 


them, I was one, Sir, in this interlude, one Sir 
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Topas, Sir, but that's all 8 ; by the Lord, fool, I 

am not mad 3 but do you remember, madam, why 

laugh you at ſuch a barren raſcal : an you ſmile not 

| he's gagg 'd: and thus the whirl-gigg of time brings 

in his revenges. 

Mal. Til be reveng'd on the whole pack of you. 
Exif, 

Oli. He hath been moſt notoriouſly abus'd. b 

Duke. Purſue him, and entreat him to a peace: 

He hath not told us of the captain yet; 

When that is known, and golden time convents, 

A ſolemn combination ſhall be made 

Of our dear ſouls. Mean time, ſweet ſiſter, 

We will not part from hence. 'Ceſario come, 

(For ſo you ſhall be, while you are a man 3) 

But when in other hahits you are ſeen, 

Orfino's miſtreſs, and his fancy's Queen. [Exennt. 


Clown ſings. 


| When that I was an alittle tiny boy, 
Meth hey, ho, the wind and the rain 5 
A fooliſh thing was but a toy, 
For the rain it raireth every day. 
But when I came to man's eſtate, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
*Gainſt knaves and thi eves men ſhut their gate, 
For the rain, &c. 
But when I came at laſt to wive, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
By ſwaggering could I never cri ve, 
For the rain, &c. 
But when I came unto my "TY 
With hey, ho, &c. 
With toſs-pots fil had arunken heads, 
For the rain, &c. 
A great while ago the world begun, 
With hey, ho, &c. 
But that's all one, our play is done, > 
And well frive to pleaſe You 1 day. Exit. 
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